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No one who has looked at street map of Caladelphia or 
driven through it would think that the area enclosed within 
the city limits corresponds exactly to what was part of a 
vast, sprawling ranch owned by four brothers on the plains 
of the American West not much over a century ago. 


Although they ran it jointly as a single ranch, each brother 
held the deed to his portion of it, for their father had willed 
them each a quarter of the land first settled by his father, 
Amos Caldwell. It was one of those quarters which became 
the city of Caladelphia. 


Caladelphia is incorporated as a city, but one would more 
aptly call it a community. It lies in the middle of the cattle 
land of Montana far from any major city, surrounded by 
miles and miles of nearly unpopulated terrain; in 
Caladelphia itself, no trace remains of the open grazing 
lands, watering ponds, windbreaks, split-log fences and 
wagon-rutted dirt roads that were once here, and the 
farmhouse, stables, smithy and other outbuildings have also 
disappeared. Instead, we find what looks like a typical 
suburban residential community of neatly kept one-family 
homes and eight- to twenty-unit apartment complexes, 
shopping malls, churches, schools, fast-food restaurants, 
gas stations and other small businesses, with no downtown 
or city center to speak of. 


Few Caladelphians know about the ranch. The 
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Hokey Hill Mall gets its name from a minor skirmish 
forgotten by all but historians, in which the brothers' father 
and grandfather, their nearest neighbor, Travis Johnson, and 
a few hired hands chased off a band of Indians. A plaque in 
Victory Park marks the site of the original Caldwell 
homestead, but there is no homestead, nor a recreation of it 
with period furniture and artifacts for people to visit. Even 
most teachers at Calhoun High, named for one of the four 
brothers, think the school is named after the John C. 
Calhoun who was vice-president under John Quincy Adams 
and Andrew Jackson; and the pastor of Calvin Church 
believes the Calvin in question is the theologian instead of 
Calvin Caldwell. 


The Caladelphia Chamber of Commerce tourist 


brochure devotes an entire page to how the Caldwell Ranch 
became Caladelphia and how the city got its name, but it is 
unlikely any tourists have read it. No tourists go there. It lies 
some twenty-five or thirty miles north of the Interstate 
highway and offers no attractions or places of interest. The 
Caladelphians have their little festivals, like a Fourth of July 
parade and a winter carnival, but what community doesn't? 
They even have an annual Shakespeare Festival, originally 
organized in honor of yet another of the brothers 


—not that anyone knows it; it isn't even mentioned in the 
program— but the plays are amateur productions with a 9 
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cast of local actors, and not very good. 


In short, there is absolutely nothing interesting about 
Caladelphia except its origin, and one can learn about it 
without going there as easily as one could go there and not 
learn about it. 


Caladelphia means, or is Supposed to mean, "The City of the 
Cal Brothers." But kaàóç is the Greek word for pretty, so it 
could also mean "The City of Lovely Brothers" 


and that fits too. Calvin, Caleb, Calhoun and Caliban 
Caldwell came into their inheritance very young. Their 
mother died before Calvin was eighteen —Caliban was only 
three— and their father died a year and half after. For years 
they ran the ranch together, but later they divided it up, 
though for some years afterward they continued to share 
the grazing lands and worked the farm together. The 
Caldwell Ranch already had the population of a small town 
while they still lived together, what with the brothers' wives 
and children and about three dozen ranch hands, some of 
whom were married and had families. 


We know from photographs that the brothers were 
all fine, good-looking men, and Caliban was the 


handsomest. However extraordinary it may seem that their 
parents should have given so beautiful a baby a name like 
Caliban, they did name all their sons Cal and their only 
daughter Callie; and his name proved prophetic, for at the 
10 
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age of thirteen Caliban fractured his hip when he was 
thrown from his horse, and for the rest of his life, he 
suffered from chronic pain and walked with a limp. In spite 
of that, he was not sullen and vindictive like Shakespeare's 
Caliban, but an outgoing and generous man, and also the 
most agreeable of the brothers. Some said, albeit unfairly, 
he was the only agreeable one. 


Calvin, the oldest, was a hard-working, stern man of high 
moral principles who seldom laughed and had an 
authoritarian side to him that increased as he grew older. 


Some people called him cold and tight fisted. He was very 
tall, six foot five, with broad shoulders, brown eyes, and 
shoulder-length, dark reddish-brown hair he tied back in a 
ponytail when working outdoors. He liked horses, but had 
little taste for herding. He preferred to work the farm. He 
was also an accomplished blacksmith and carpenter, and he 
built furniture. 


Caleb, three years younger, had hair much like 


Calvin's, only cut short and with less red in it. He was the 
only brother to grow a beard, a thick, bushy one. It looked 
good on him, because it suited his solid, somewhat stocky 
build. He was the shortest of the brothers, ten inches 
shorter than Calvin. People kidded him about his beard and 
said he looked like an Old Testament prophet, because he 
was not at all religious. He was boisterous and a heavy 
drinker, and 11 
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he had a hot temper and was often involved in brawls. For 
all that, he was a hard worker. He did not show much 
initiative, but if any member of the family asked him to do 
something, he did it. Whereas Calvin and the next brother, 
Calhoun, put the ranch first, Caleb was devoted to the 
family. He was an easy-going man and basically good 
natured. He was fond of children and laughed a lot. 


His twin sister, Callie, could not have been more different. 
As a girl, she had been serious and soft spoken — 


self-effacing, even— but inwardly rebellious. There are no 
known photographs of her. Few people remembered her, 
and most of the ranch hands did not know there was a 
sister, for they were all hired after she married and left the 
ranch at seventeen, before the ranch had begun to prosper 
when Calvin took charge of it. She returned only twice. The 
first time she arrived in the afternoon and left the next 
morning, and she only saw the family. The second time she 
stayed a little less than a week and lived in Caliban's house 
in a far corner of the ranch twelve miles from the main 
buildings. 


Calhoun was two years younger than Caleb, and the only 
brother with auburn hair and hazel eyes, which he got from 
their mother. He was rugged and masculine, with the square 
chin and regular features of a Hollywood cowboy. 


In fact, he was the family cowboy. He dressed like a 12 
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cowboy, and he liked roping and branding and riding out on 
the range, and though in theory their herd of cattle 
belonged to all four brothers, it may as well have been his, 
for while Caleb ran the herd with him, he was more of an 
assistant than a partner to his younger brother. Calhoun was 
set in his ways and distrustful of innovation, but not 
unwilling to compromise — up to a point. Then he would dig 
in his heels and turn stubborn. 


Caliban, an unexpected and none-too-welcome 


arrival conceived nine years after his mother had stopped 
having children, was the baby of the family. His good looks 
were very different from his brothers’. He had delicate 
features and an almost feminine beauty. He had very dark, 
almost black, wavy hair that curled around his ears, and 
large, deep-brown liquid eyes with long lashes. His 
complexion was also darker than the others’, and his skin 
smooth and unblemished. His beard was so light he could go 
a day without shaving, although it was as dark as his hair. 
Although his muscles were less developed than his brothers' 
because his infirmity prevented him from doing the more 
demanding physical labor one has to do on a ranch, he 
didn't appear frail, and people were surprised to see he 
limped. But the real secret of his beauty lay in his good 
nature, which lit up his face like the morning sun reflected in 
a clear pond. No one could resist his laughing 13 
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He had shown great promise as a boy; he had been good at 
almost everything. His accident put an end to that. 


It was months before he could walk again, and he never 
fully recovered. As he was unfit for heavy work, Calvin put 
him in charge of the stables, feeding and currying the 
horses. He was also good with his hands, especially 
leatherwork, and he knew how to sew. He could play the 
guitar, too, but that wasn't considered a proper trade in 
those days. 


Finally, Caliban was the brain of the family, and completely 
self-taught. Before her illness, Mrs. Caldwell had overseen 
her children's education, teaching them to read, to add and 
subtract, along with a smattering of history and a hefty dose 
of Bible stories until the age of twelve. 


After she died, Callie began teaching her little brother his 
letters, but she left to get married when he was five, and he 
grew up virtually illiterate. Then he had his accident, and it 
left him an invalid for close to two years. There wasn't much 
he could do except study, and unlike his brothers, he 
actually developed a taste for book learning. 


Everyone agreed that the four brothers were the 


handsomest men in the territory. Beauty, however, is a 
matter of personal taste, and the rough-and-ready folk who 
lived on what was then the frontier used to say that Caliban 
14 
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was too good looking for a man. If the men who rode the 
range or tilled the soil in those parts had been able to 
exchange their looks for someone else's —and more than a 
few wished they could— they would have chosen one of the 
other brothers. 


15 
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Caliban was born six and a half weeks prematurely in the 
middle of the winter of 1875. The family was snowed in and 
could not send for a doctor. It was a long and very difficult 
labor. Nina Caldwell almost died, and never recovered from 
the birth. She remained bedridden for most of the three 
years of life left to her. The baby was extremely tiny, but 
surprisingly healthy and robust, almost from the first breath 
he drew, and he thrived. 


The three older boys and their sister sat in the kitchen 
listening to their mother's ever weakening screams for three 
days before their father came out holding the baby and told 
them to say hello to their new brother. During that time, 
Callie had cooked for her father and brothers, heated broth 
for her mother, and boiled water and torn up rags for the 
delivery, but Clayton Caldwell would not let her stay more 
than a minute or so in the delivery room. Now the children 
wanted to see their mother; they weren't interested in the 
baby. 


"Where's Mamma?" twelve-year-old Caleb asked. 
"Where d'ya think she is? She's in our room." 

"Can we see her?" 

"It's okay, you go on in, but don't stay there long 16 
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and don't make no noise. She's had a bad time of it." 


They saw Nina Caldwell lying on her bed, her face drenched 
with sweat and her hair disheveled, her eyes wide and 
staring, and her mouth open. She didn't move; she didn't 
even turn her face to look at them. 


"Is she dead?" Caleb asked. 
"No, she ain't dead." 

"Is she gonna die?" 

"Only God knows that, son." 
"Did the baby kill her?" 


"Didn't you hear me say she wasn't dead? And if she does 
die, it won't be the baby's fault. Lots o' women die having 
babies. It's what they were made for." 


"Dying?" 
Clayton Caldwell laughed. "We're all made for that. 


| meant they were made for having babies. It's a woman's 
job to bring new life into the world, and your ma done a fine 
job. Ain't he beautiful? Ain't never seen a baby that 
beautiful." 


"Is that all women do, make babies?" Callie asked. 


"You know better'n that, girl! You do your chores right 
alongside your ma. A woman's job is to take care o' 


the men that put food on her table and give 'em a good life. 


Calvin and Caleb, help me move your ma so's Callie can 
wash the linens. When you done that, Callie, take your 17 
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baby brother to your room and keep 'im there till your ma 
gets better. Can't have 'im disturbing her when she's ailing." 


The house had three bedrooms: the parents’ room, one for 
the three boys, and a smaller one for Callie. Until she 
married and left the ranch, Callie shared it with baby 
Caliban. His mother was unable to nurse him, so for a year 
Callie fed him from a bottle. 


"Care for the men and give them a good life." Callie had 
reason to remember those words. She became the woman 
of the house, and for almost five years she would take care 
of the baby and keep house and cook and wash clothes for 
her father and brothers, and in spring and summer for the 
men in the bunkhouse as well. 


As wife and mother, Nina Caldwell had 


commanded respect and exercised authority. As sister and 
daughter, Callie found herself at the bottom of the totem 
pole. Clayton Caldwell was used to giving his children 
orders, and he took it for granted his wife had been in the 
habit of telling her daughter what to do, as he always did 
with the boys, and he took over for her. He bossed Callie 
around, and her brothers followed his example. 


One night at the supper table, Caleb told her, "Go get the 
pan from the stove. | want more stew." 


"Get it yourself," Callie snapped. "Who're you to 18 


The City of Lovely Brothers 
Anel Viz 


give me orders? | ain't no slave here; I'm in charge of this 
house. If you wanna give orders, give 'em to the hired 
hands." Caleb was no worse than the others, but since he 
was her twin, it rankled more. 


The three boys laughed in her face. 
"Don't sass your brothers, Callie," their father said. 
"Caleb, you got legs. Get your own stew." 


Mrs. Caldwell felt guilty that all the responsibility for the 
household had fallen on her twelve-year-old daughter. She 
did what she could, which was little more than the mending. 
"I'm sorry you gotta work so hard, Callie," she used to tell 
her. 


"That's okay, Mamma. | don't mind. Ain't your fault you're 
Sick." 


But she resented all of them, though she did not admit it to 
herself. All except Caliban. Caliban she adored; she thought 
of him as her own. She started taking him into her bed when 
he was an infant, and at five he was still sleeping there, 
though the others didn't know about it. "It's our secret," she 
told him. 


She started teaching him his letters when he turned three, 
less than a month before Nina Caldwell's death. Her father 
said he was too young, but Caliban was bright and learned 
quickly, and teaching him gave Callie much pleasure. At 
five, he was reading as well as twelve-year-old 19 
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Calhoun. 


* OK OOK OX 


Clayton Caldwell went rapidly down hill after his wife died. 
He moped for the rest of the winter. In spring he perked up a 
bit and hired the workers for the summer. 


While he was alive, they had no permanent ranch hands. 


Instead, they took on a half-dozen men for the season and 
dismissed them in the autumn, except for two or three who 
drove their small herd to the railhead with him and Calvin, 
and then they, too, would go their separate ways. 


His spirits did not improve for long, however. By mid-June he 
seemed to be losing interest in the ranch. He would get up 
in the morning and tell his sons he was feeling poorly and 
would join them later, maybe after lunch, after his headache 
or lumbago or whatever he was suffering from that day 
went away. They should go on ahead of him and take care of 
the chores; they knew what needed doing. Sometimes he 
went back to work after lunch, sometimes not. That summer 
Calvin was the real head of the ranch. His brothers didn't 
realize he was making the decisions; they thought he was 
passing on their father's orders. Only Calvin and Callie 
realized the old man was wasting away. He did go on the 
drive at the end of summer, 20 
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but when they got back, he began moping again and moped 
all through the winter. 


Where Callie felt imposed on for having to do all the work in 
the house, at nineteen Calvin felt inadequate to run a ranch, 
as he saw it, by himself, and he covered up his sense of 
inadequacy by adopting a domineering manner. 


Callie, on whom he made the most demands, noticed it; 
Caleb, Calhoun and the hired men thought he was in a bad 
mood. 


Mr. Caldwell's spirits rose again in spring, and he hired the 
ranch hands himself, among them a man in his mid-twenties 
named Robert Gallagher. The old man worked the ranch for 
about a week, and then stopped. After a few days, he told 
Calvin to stay in the kitchen with him when the boys were 
about to leave for their morning chores. He sat Calvin down 
and outlined his plans for the ranch that season. They were 
unreasonably ambitious if he wasn't going to work with the 
rest of them, but Calvin nodded and promised it would be as 
he said. Every night he would show his father the books. His 
father would go over them, see that things were not going 
according to the plans he had laid out, and blame Calvin. 
Calvin would take it out on his brothers and the hired help, 
and Gallagher in particular, because he was too good a 
worker, so good that early in the summer Calvin had 
decided he was one of the 21 
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Gallagher was impressed with the hard-working 


Callie, whom he saw as a fellow-victim of Calvin's bossiness, 
and was very attentive to her. When he saw her carrying a 
heavy pail of water up to the house or a basket of wet 
laundry out to the line, he would offer to carry it for her. 
Calvin noticed, and it made him angry. "You keep away from 
my sister," he said. "Why, she's just seventeen." 


"Just trying to be gentlemanly," Gallagher explained, but 
Calvin's opposition only increased his interest the girl. 


22 
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2. 

As summer wore on, the old man took to his bed 


and picked at the food Callie brought to his room. One 
morning in the middle of August, she came into his room 
and found him up and rummaging through the dresser 
drawers and muttering to himself. "Take the tray away," he 
told her. "I'm busy." 


"I'll leave it here so's you can have some later." 

"| told you I ain't hungry." 

"No, Pa, you said you were busy." 

"None of your lip, girl! | ain't hungry, neither. Aha! 
That's where | put it!" 


Callie had turned to take the tray back to the 


kitchen. He called her back. 


"You see that strongbox?" he said. "That's where | keep my 
will. | found the box, but | ain't found the key. 


You tell Calvin to break it open after | die." 
"Sure, Pa." 
"Well, what're you waiting for?" 


For a second she thought he had forgotten he wasn't dead 
yet and meant she should go for Calvin so he could break it 
open. Then she asked if he wanted her to leave the tray. 
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"| told you to take it away, didn't I?" 


A few days later the old man passed away quietly in his 
sleep. They buried him next to his wife, under a solitary tree 
about half a mile from the house. 


"I wonder where Granddad's buried," Calvin said. 
None of them knew. 

"Now what happens?" Calhoun asked. 

"We go on the same as usual," Calvin told him. 
"And the ranch?" 


"Like I said. Same as usual." 


"Who owns it now?" 

"We all do. Me, you, and Caleb." 

"And Caliban?" 

"Caliban's too young to own anything." 


None of them had mentioned Callie. "Pa made a will," she 
said. "He showed me where it was." 


"Then we better read it, right?" 


They followed Calvin to the tool shed, and he broke open 
the box. Clayton Caldwell had left the ranch to his four sons, 
each of them to get an equal portion. The four were to 
decide together how to parcel it out, unless he died before 
Caliban was twelve, in which case the three oldest would 
decide. All four were to chip in equally for a decent dowry 
for Callie when she married. 


"You thinking of getting married, Callie?" Caleb 24 
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joked. 


Callie glared at him. "Yeah, when | find me a millionaire." 
She was angry with her father for leaving her nothing but a 
dowry. "Decent," he'd said; not even generous. 


"How're we gonna to divide it up?" Caleb asked. 
"Like the will says," Calvin told him, "four equal shares." 


"Yeah, but who gets what?" 


"We ain't gonna do it yet. Gotta finish out the season first, 
with it looking like it's me in charge, 'cause the hands won't 
listen to you kids. It don't say we gotta divvy it up right 
away. Can't cut up six hired hands into four portions, can 
we?" 


Callie was fuming. They were making jokes and 


ignoring her. "I'm gonna see to it Caliban gets what's 
coming to him," she said. "C'mon, sweetie, let's go back to 
the house." 


The older boys stayed behind in the shed. "When we gonna 
do it, then?" Calhoun asked. 


"Not till we get back from the drive. I'll be taking Ma and 
Pa's room so it'll look like I'm the boss. That'll give you two 
more space, too." 


"Where we sleep don't matter. How we gonna run it when 
it's all pieced out?" 


25 
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"Same way like always. We can't run each part separately 
alone. At least you two can't, not twelve thousand acres, not 
at your age." 


“That how big the ranch is?" 


"That's how big a quarter of the ranch is, more or less. Ain't 
you interested in this, Caleb?" 


"I'm listening." 


" You tell me, Calhoun," Calvin went on, "how we're gonna 
run four ranches. We can't afford for each of us to pay for 
help and build new stables and stuff. The ranch belongs to 
the family; we're just gonna own different parts of the land." 


"What about the herd?" 
“Don't say nothing about the herd." 
"Ain't it part of the ranch?" 


"No, the herd be/ongs to the ranch. The will is only about 
the real estate." Calvin wasn't sure it was, but it seemed 
logical. 


"What's real estate?" 

"The land." 

“Then who gets it?" 

"You mean the herd?" 
"Yeah, who gets the herd?" 


Calvin was starting to lose patience, answering the 
questions of a boy not yet thirteen who didn't even know 26 
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Having four herds on one ranch ain't no less stupid than one 
herd on four ranches, savvy?" 


It didn't take long for news of the will to reach the 
bunkhouse. While Gallagher was pitching hay the next 
morning, he saw Callie at the pump through the barn door 
and went to speak with her. "They're saying you ain't got 
nothing from your old man. That true?" 


"Yeah, it's true. What's it to you?" 


"| just think it's damn ungrateful, considering all you done 
for the ranch. It a gone under without you here." 


"It can go under with me here, far as | care." 

"So why don't you leave and go somewhere else?" 
"Like where?" 

"You could marry me, for instance." 

"You asking?" 

"Yeah, I'm asking." 


"Seems a funny way to propose, Mr. Gallagher. Not very 
romantic. So | should go away with you, just like that." 


“That's what I was thinking." 


"You treat me good; | ain't denying that. My own brothers 
don't treat me good as you. How'd | know if you'll go on 
treating me that way?" 


"If you were my wife, I'd treat you better! So like | 27 
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said, you willing to leave the ranch and go away with me?" 


"Like / said, Mr. Gallagher: Go away where? | can't marry no 
ranch hand that works someplace different every year. You 
want me to live like a gypsy?" 


"In winter I live in Laramie with my uncle. 
Laramie's a town. You'll have it easier there." 


"| thought it was a fort. Where do you stay when you're 
there? In the barracks?" 


"It's a town, too, Miss Callie. It got houses, stores... 


And | live with my uncle. | take care of him. He ain't well, but 
he can manage okay when it ain't cold weather. You'd live 
with him when I was gone in summer. But | wouldn't be 
going as far away as Montana if | had me a wife in Laramie." 


"Ain't there nobody else to take care of him?" 


“That's the other thing. I'm his only heir, and he got money. | 
ain't asking you to marry me for my money; I'm letting you 
know | can support you. So whattaya say? And whether it's 
yes or no, call me Robert." 


"Yes, Robert." 

"Hot damn! We're getting married! Can | kiss you?" 
She smiled, and he gave her a peck on the lips. 
"Now I'm gonna tell Calvin," he said. 

He found Calvin and told him, "I'm marrying Callie." 


28 
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"If you're thinking it'll make you part owner of the ranch, 
forget it. She didn't get none of it." 


"So?" 
"Just letting you know." 


"Look, Calvin, | asked your sister. | didn't ask your goddamn 
ranch to marry me." 


Calvin felt like punching him, but Gallagher was five or six 
years older and would have probably beaten him to a pulp. 
"When we finish the drive, Gallagher, | want you outta here, 
and | don't wanna see you back looking for work in this part 
of Montana Territory next spring." 


"I ain't going on the drive. I'm marrying your sister, 
remember? Just letting you know." 


Calvin walked away from him and went up to the 

house. "What's this | hear about you marrying Gallagher?" 
he asked Callie. 

"Just what you said. Me and Robert're getting married." 


Caleb and Calhoun had come into the kitchen. "Did | hear 
you say you're getting married?" Caleb asked. 


"That's right. To Robert." 


“But you can't do that, Callie," Calvin said. "You're needed 
here on the ranch." 


"Glad to hear you say it for once." 
"Who's gonna look after Caliban?" 
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"Caliban's five years old. He don't need no nursemaid. And | 
want my dowry like the will says. A decent one." 


"Where we gonna get the money for a dowry? We ain't got 
no money. We ain't even got the money to pay the hands." 


"You really have made a mess of running this place, ain't 
you, Calvin? The hands're gonna be real pleased when they 
hear they ain't getting paid. | can't wait to hear what 
Robert'll hafta say about that!" 


"We'll have it and plenty more after the drive." 


"Then for my dowry I'll take the dishes and Mamma and Pa's 
featherbed and Pa's gold watch —which I seen you took— 
and I'll find a couple of other things | can take, too. 


You can buy new ones when you come back all rich from the 
drive." 


When Callie went to tuck Caliban into bed that 
night, she told him to get out of hers and get into his own. 


"You think you can get used to sleeping by yourself, honey?" 
she asked. 


"Why?" 


"Cause I'm going away." 

"What for?" 

"To get married. Ladies get married. You know that." 
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"Who you gonna marry?" 

"Robert. You like him?" 

"Yeah, | like him. Why can't you stay here and get married?" 


"Cause getting married means you set up a new home. Are 
you happy for me?" 


"| guess." 


"Then give me a kiss. And if you wanna sleep with me one 
last night, it's okay." 


* OK OOK OX 


Robert went into town and purchased a wagon. The Sunday 
before the cattle drive, he and Callie drove into town and 
were married by the preacher. Then, after she had spent 
half an hour saying goodbye to Caliban, they piled their 
belongings along with the dowry Callie had confiscated for 
herself into the wagon and set off for Laramie. 


"We can't manage without a woman here," Calvin said. 
“Maybe in winter, when there ain't much ranch work, but 
we'll need someone to cook and clean in summer. 


Caleb, you stay here and watch the house and take care of 
Caliban while me and Calhoun is on the drive. He's only 
thirteen, but he's a good enough cattleman already, and | 
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You're older, too, and know better how to keep Caliban out 
of trouble." 


"He don't get into no trouble." 
“That's 'cause he had Callie watching over him. 


How're you gonna like going on your first cattle drive, 
Calhoun?" 


"| like it fine." The boy's face was glowing. 


"It'll be a long one, too. I'm taking 'em all the way to 
Ogallala this time." 


"How far away's Ogallala?" Calhoun wanted to know. 


"Five hundred fifty miles or thereabouts, so it'll take us 
about five weeks to get there. Can't drive the steer too fast 
or they get all scrawny." 


"I know that." 


"Going to Ogallala means we gonna be gone three-four 
weeks longer'n usual, Caleb." 


"Why you going that far?" 


"Cause we'll get a better price for 'em there than in Canada 
and it's a bigger city so it'll be easier to find me a wife. Ain't 
sure a Canadian woman'd have me anyways. 


Like | said, we need to have a woman around the place." 
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They came back without a wife for Calvin. He knew he could 
not run a ranch, keep two teenage boys in check, and bring 
up a five-year-old on his own. He said he would head east to 
look for one, maybe in Miles City. To the west were mining 
towns, where he would just find a lot of whores, and the 
respectable women wouldn't want to marry a kid rancher 
when they might snare one of the miners who struck it rich. 


"Ain't Miles City an army fort?" Caleb asked. 


"Yeah, but | hear there's women living there too. I'll go as far 
as Bismarck if | hafta. But I'll be back in time for spring 
planting and to buy cattle to fill out the herd. Hope it won't 
be that long. You boys'll do fine on your own. Caleb, I'm 
putting you in charge o' the house and running around after 
Caliban, though you didn't make that good a job of it this 
time and you can't cook to save your soul." He had found 
the house too dirty and disorderly for his liking, and had set 
Caleb to scrubbing and polishing while he stood by and 
watched him until it was done to his satisfaction. 


"Calhoun, your job is to see to the horses and cattle, chop 
the wood, and keep the barn and tool shed spic 'n' span. 


You got that? And you're to help Caleb out on laundry 33 
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day." 

Calhoun made a face. "That's women's work." 


"Caleb'll be doing it; he done it for six weeks while we was 
away, and he ain't no lady. Somebody gotta do it, and there 
ain't nobody here but you boys. Unless you wanna get 
married, pipsqueak. So, you two got any objections?" 


"We can handle it," Caleb told him. "I'll check up on Calhoun 
and make sure the stables and all are clean." 


"| was also thinking of hiring the workers for next season so 
we don't gotta wait around for 'em to come here looking for 
work like Pa used to. And maybe l'Il take on two or three to 
work here year round. 


"What'll they do all winter?" Caleb asked. 


"Put up a fence around the property for one. I'm gonna hafta 
take the wagon with me to bring back all that barbed wire." 


"One wagon ain't gonna be near enough. Why d'ya wanna 
fence it off anyways?" 


"I can get the rest here in town. And I'm fencing it off to 
keep other people's cattle offa our land and so ours don't 
get stole if they go wandering off somewhere. The farmers 
done it already, and the other ranchers'll be doing it too 
soon. Just see if they don't. The range is getting overgrazed 
since SO many come up from Kansas and Texas. 
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Brought the prices down, too. And fences'll make this place 
look like a real ranch. | want people to take notice of us and 
give us respect. | heard 'em talking about how the ranch is 
gonna go under, what with three boys running it." 


"Yeah," Calhoun said, "we'll show 'em. Pa didn't do no work 
all summer, and we still done better than the Johnsons." 


Travis and Marie Johnson owned the ranch closest to theirs. 
Clayton Caldwell had liked to make fun of the poor job they 
made of it, and until Nina took sick he had had his eye on 
buying it. 


* OK OOK OX 


A month later, Calvin was back with a bride, the barbed 
wire, and two hired hands. He had bought a second wagon 
to have space for the rolls of wire and his wife's belongings. 
She drove the second wagon, and the hired hands rode 
horses he had bought for them. 


He had met Darcie Potter in Miles City. She was a foot and a 
half shorter than him and four years older, a widow from 
Kansas City who had married a cavalry officer and followed 
him to Montana Territory three years after their marriage, 
only to have him get killed a few weeks later. Calvin had 
bragged to her about the ranch, and 35 
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although she thought he was just a kid, she was at loose 
ends in Miles City. She did not want to marry a soldier again, 
nor did she want to go back east, and Calvin seemed nice 
enough. She thought he had determination, and his 
efficiency in hiring workers and getting the barbed wire and 
other things he needed for the ranch augured well. He told 
her about his three brothers, and she knew she would 
probably be the only woman around for miles, but three 
brothers and two hired men seemed less daunting than a 
garrison of unmarried soldiers. That the youngest brother 
was five years old was another thing she found attractive in 
the match since she and her husband had been unable to 
have children. She had no illusions that married life would 
be easy for a lone woman in a houseful of half-grown men, 
but having both age and experience in her favor, she 
expected she would be able to make them toe the line. It 
proved less easy to assert herself than she had imagined, 
but before her next birthday she had established herself as 
the family matriarch. 


Calvin had married more out of desperation than for love. 
He was in a hurry to find a wife and knew that he did not 
have much to offer beyond promises for a bright future. 


Darcie was a strong-looking and attractive woman, and 
apparently barren, which Calvin considered an advantage 
since he could not afford to start raising a family. Also, as 36 
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her first husband had been fairly well off, the marriage 
brought Calvin a fairly large sum of money, which he 
intended to spend on improvements to the ranch. A 
practical woman, Darcie approved of her husband's idea. 


She judged that he had a head for business, and deemed it 
a wise investment. 


Calvin was self-conscious on his wedding night, 


uncertain as to how to go about having intercourse, and as 
embarrassed to see a woman naked as he was for her to 
see him naked. His bride had to guide him through his first 
time. His brother Caleb, three years younger, had the 
experience under his belt of sleeping with cattle town 
whores on two successive trail drives before he'd had to 
stay on the ranch to keep house, but Calvin was a Puritan by 
nature. He made a clumsy job of it and disappointed Darcie, 
who had been hoping for more because of his handsome 
good looks. Four years of married life had taught her a lot 
about men, so she had the good sense not to tell him he 
had botched it. She figured he would catch on soon enough. 


* OK OK OX 


Darcie realized she had underestimated the 
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Caldwell Ranch. Caliban took to her immediately, but the 
older boys were suspicious. More than that, her husband's 
expectations were unreasonable, and he was unwilling to 
bend even a little to make life easier for her. For example, 
as on most ranches, there was a windmill near the house 
that pumped up water and stored it in a cistern. "What's in 
the cistern's for big jobs, like bath day and laundry," Calvin 
told her. "For little things like cooking and washing the floor, 


we use the hand pump out front." Still, there was one thing 
she could be happy about. Calvin's clumsy 


lovemaking on his wedding night had proved more 


effective than the four years she had shared her first 
husband's bed. Two weeks after they arrived at the ranch, 
Darcie realized she was pregnant. That meant the hired 
hands would have more than building fences to keep them 
busy. They would have to add on to the house so there 
would be another room for the baby when it came in July. 


Darcie was so frightened of losing the baby that she 
stopped doing heavy work in her fourth month, as soon as 
she began to show. She put Caleb and Calhoun to work 
scrubbing floors, washing windows, beating rugs, fetching 
water from the pump, lighting the stove and stoking it, 
sweeping the snow from the porch, and any other job she 
felt might be dangerous for the baby. Easy-going Caleb was 
content to do whatever she told him to, but the independent 
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Calhoun with his young adolescent's machismo stubbornly 
refused to do women's work. He was rude and defiant, and 
only gave in when Calvin took a stick to him. Darcie did not 
feel it was altogether appropriate for a nineteen-year-old to 
mete out corporal punishment to his fourteen-year-old 
brother, but she raised no objections. She needed the help, 
and faced with two teenagers who were reluctant to 
recognize her authority, she was more than happy to let 
Calvin take charge of disciplining the boys. Little Caliban, 
who had just turned six, she could handle. 


In any case, their forced labor lasted only a month, for with 
spring approaching, Calvin needed both his brothers for 
ranch work. Disgusted as he was to have a wife who 
wouldn't keep house for them, he went into town and hired 
a maid for Darcie, a nineteen-year-old girl with blond curls 
and wide hips named Julia. They moved Caliban in with 
Calhoun and Caleb, and put her up in Callie's old room. 


Darcie's precautions proved useless. She miscarried at the 
end of April, and the baby, a boy, was stillborn; it did not 
even draw one breath. Although Calvin tried to comfort her 
and said they would have more children, she could see he 
was relieved, and it did not endear him to her. She 
eventually forgave him, because when their other children 
came, he was a loving father to his daughters. Darcie, who 
39 


The City of Lovely Brothers 
Anel Viz 


could read him like a book, knew he longed for a son, and 
wished she could give one to replace the stillborn baby. He 
said it didn't matter; he had Caliban. 


"It ain't the same," she told him. "You love him like a 
brother, not like a son. Anyone can see that. You're too strict 
with him." 


"I'm strict with him because he's a boy," he answered. "You 
coddle him, just like my sister Callie." 


Their three daughters, however, were still in the future; the 
first of them would not be born for another five years. 
Before then, there would be other babies in the family. 
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Julia started working for them toward the end of March. By 
summer she was expecting. Calvin wanted to throw her out, 
but Darcie defended her, saying that if one of the hired 
hands had seduced her, it was he who should be fired. 


"Seduced! l've seen how the bitch goes around wiggling her 
hindquarters! If you ask me, she got what's coming to her." 


"We still gotta find out who's responsible." 


Calvin questioned all the men who worked for him, but who 
the guilty party was remained a mystery until Julia confided 
to Darcie that fifteen-year-old Calhoun was the father. Calvin 
was furious. He dragged his brother down to the woodshed 
and beat the tar out of him until, for the first time since he 
was little, Calhoun was crying and begging, 


"Please, Calvin, | promise | won't never to do it again." 


"Never do it again— some good that'll do!" Calvin yelled. 
"You done it already! This whipping ain't half finished." 


He raised the stick again, but did not bring it down. 
"Shit!" he muttered. The words "You've done it already" 


had brought the reality of the situation home to him. Like it 
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or not, the boy was going to be a father, and the child Julia 
was carrying was a Caldwell. There was no help for it; 
Calhoun had to marry her. "You wait here," he ordered. 


Then he stormed out of the shed, bolting the door behind 
him. 


Calhoun was terrified. He had never heard his 
brother swear, and could not imagine what awful 
punishment Calvin had thought up for him. 


Calvin strode to the house, his face frozen in grim 
determination. Darcie and Julia had been standing on the 
porch, listening to Calhoun's screams. Darcie knew her 
husband's puritan views, but his brutality surprised her. 


"What got into you?" she asked. "What'd you do to him? | 
thank God Caliban's off playing somewhere and didn't hear." 


"| gave him the whipping he deserved," Calvin said. 


Then he turned on Julia. "Well, | hope you're satisfied. You 
got what you wanted. You'd just better be a faithful wife to 
him, or so help me, l'Il have you horsewhipped and thrown 
in jail like the common whore you are!" 


"And just what is it you think she wan—" Darcie began. Then 
what he had said hit home, and her mouth fell open in 
shock. "You're making 'em get married? But he's only 
fifteen!" 


"If he's old enough to get a girl pregnant, he's old 42 
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enough to take the consequences. | Know what's right, and 
nobody ain't gonna stop me from doing it." 


Julia finally found her voice. "I never meant—" 


"Meant it or not, you done it. You got anything against 
marrying my brother? | thought not. You go tell him, Darcie. 
| don't even wanna look at him just now." 


Darcie found Calhoun cowering on the floor of the 
woodshed. He was ashamed she could see he had been 
crying, and tried to compose himself. "What's Calvin gonna 
do to me?" he asked, sniffling and wiping the tears from his 
face. 


"Nothing. It's all done with now. C'mon back to the house." 
She put her arm around his back, and he yelped. 


"Jesus! What'd that man do to you? Pull up your shirt and 
lemme see." His back was covered with welts. "We better 
get you cleaned up." 


Calvin and Julia had gone into the kitchen. Darcie, seething, 
ignored her husband. "Get me some hot water and a rag," 
She told Julia. "Calhoun, take off your shirt." 


"If you think his back is a mess, you should see his 
backside," Calvin said. "I gave it to him good there. | bet it's 
bleeding." 


Darcie glared at him, then turned away. "You better take off 
them pants, too, Calhoun." 
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"No you don't. No wife of mine's gonna look at my brother's 
bare bottom. It ain't proper. Take him to his room, Julia, and 
you take care of it. You seen it already, and you'll be seeing 
alot more of it in the years to come." 


"| promised | wasn't gonna do it again," Calhoun protested. 


"You'll do it all right, but not until you've married her. Now 
get. And remember, just doctoring, none of that dirty stuff." 


Caleb was sitting on his bed in their room, dealing out poker 
hands to himself. "What's with you, Calhoun? 


Your eyes're all red and puffy. You been crying or something? 
Hi, Julia." 


"Yeah, | been crying. What's it to you?" Calhoun took off his 
shirt and started unbuckling his pants. 


"Hey, you two ain't... You want me to leave?" 
Calhoun answered by turning his back to him. 
Caleb let out a long whistle. "Calvin do that to you?" 


"That and more," Calhoun sulked, and dropped his pants. 
His buttocks were crisscrossed with cuts and looked like raw 
meat. 


"Oh, baby, I'm so, so sorry," Julia said. "It's all my fault." 
"Ain't nobody's fault but Calvin's," Caleb growled. 
"His own brother, for God's sake! I'm gonna give him a 44 
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piece o' my mind." 


Calhoun stopped him. "Don't. It's done with now, and he 
won't be doing it again. Not to a married man, he won't." 


Caleb broke into a broad grin. "You lucky bastard! 
If you weren't all banged up, I'd give you a big hug." 


"Better not let Calvin hear you saying words like bastard. 
You seen what he can do." Then he started giggling. "He 
said shit, though. He was that angry." Then, serious again, 
he added, "But I ain't having nothing to do with him till he 
apologizes." 


A couple of days later, Calvin did apologize. He called 
Calhoun aside and said, "I'm sorry | roughed you up that 
bad, kid. | didn't mean to. | guess | just sorta lost my 
temper. | promise | won't never raise my hand to you again." 


"You coulda killed me." 


"| felt like it, but you Know | wouldn't a. You gotta 
understand, Calhoun, it ain't been easy on me being 
responsible for all of us, making sure everybody does what 
they're supposed to and don't get into no trouble. So when | 
found out you been messing around and not taking no 
precautions, | felt like it reflected bad on me, and I wasn't up 
to the job. | guess | was mad at myself, too." 


"Except you didn't give yourself a whipping." 
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"You can give me a few good whacks now, if it'll make you 
feel better. Wanna go with me to the woodshed and get 
even?" 


"Nah, that's okay. Just don't you try doing it again." 


"| promised | wouldn't, didn't I? Honest, Calhoun, | feel 
terrible about it. Can | give you a hug?" 


"Nah, it still hurts too much, and I don't go round hugging 
guys. It just better feel alot better on my wedding night or 
I'll really have something to hold against you. We can shake 
hands, though, if you want." 


“Then I'm forgiven?" There were tears in his eyes. 
"Yeah, | forgive you. But | got a bone to pick you. 


Julia's gonna be my wife. Now, them things you been saying 
about her, about her wanting to weasel her way into the 
family, they're mean, and they ain't true, neither. | want you 
to apologize to her." 


Calvin apologized to Julia, but he still insisted that a woman 
who got herself in that kind of trouble did not deserve to get 
married in a church, so he brought a preacher to the ranch 
for the wedding. That he did not want people looking on 
when Calhoun tied the knot was another reason to perform 
the marriage out at the ranch. So what if everyone in the 
territory knew he had fathered a child? 


They didn't need to be reminded that he was just a kid not 
even old enough to grow whiskers. 
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Caleb and Caliban were sharing, and Caleb and Caliban 
moved into the room that had been built for Darcie's baby. 


They reserved Callie's old room, the smallest, for Calhoun 
and Julia's baby. They had a son, and named him Clay after 
Calhoun's father. Seven people living in the house, including 
two married couples, was a tight squeeze, and with Darcie 
able to conceive, it was clear they would soon be adding 
more bedrooms. 
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Seven years later they had taken on ten permanent hired 
hands, and they had built three rooms onto the house and 
doubled the size of the kitchen to fit in the dining room table 
Calvin built, big enough for their rapidly growing family. He 
had built a lot of furniture. He was most proud of the porch 
swing, pieced together out of solid oak, with fancy-shaped 
back slats and a single plank seat five feet wide and three 
deep, all painted pink and grey and attached to the porch 
overhang by steel chains shiny as silver. It was supposed to 
be for the kids, but Julia had made it her spot. 


Calvin had to admit she looked pretty sitting there in her 
pink dress with her feet curled up under her. Calhoun would 


come out and sit with her after the kids had been put to 
bed, and they would smooch. 


Calhoun now had two sons, and Calvin and Darcie 


two girls, with a third baby on the way. The children had two 
of the bedrooms. Caleb and Caliban shared the third 
because Calvin was saving Caliban's old room for the son he 
hoped Darcie would have. "It won't do to put 'im in with 
Calhoun's lot," he said. "Brothers is one thing; cousins is 
another. | don't want kids getting mixed up as to who's 
whose." 
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Caleb, now going on twenty-six, did not mind 

having to share a room with his thirteen-year-old brother. 


He and Caliban had become best buddies. He did not feel a 
need for privacy. When he wanted to have sex, he went into 
town and got himself a whore. "Now don't you go telling 
Calvin where I'm going," he'd say to Caliban, and Caliban 
would answer, "You better not get in no fights and come 
back with your knuckles all bloody, or he'll know you been 
making the rounds of the saloons." 


Caliban didn't have to tell; Calvin knew anyway, but he 
pretended not to. For the time being, Caleb showed no signs 
of wanting to get married, and Calvin did not want to press 
the issue. His moral convictions notwithstanding, he would 
rather that Caleb paid for his women. Getting married would 


mean more children, and more children, if they were boys, 
would mean parceling out the land when they grew up. 


* OK OK OX 


The ranch had had a few setbacks and adventures. A month 
before Calhoun's second son, Jared, was born fifteen months 
after his brother, Caleb had returned in mid-afternoon after 
a night of watching the herd with the news that a steer had 
been killed, and from the look of it by a 49 
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grizzly. 

Keeping an eye on the cattle was not much of a 


chore on the ranch. The hard work came at the spring and 
fall roundups, when you drove the herd into the coral one 
Small group at a time, separated the calves from their 
mothers, and roped and branded them, and on the trail 
drive. Then you had to watch the herd carefully, with a 
thousand head or more, and two men stayed up all night in 
shifts to do the job. With the steer fenced in, you could let 
the herd break up into small groups and go off to graze 
where they felt like it. Rustlers posed less of a danger, the 
cattle were less likely to spook on familiar terrain, and small 
groups would not cause a major stampede if they did unless 
there was an electrical storm and they all went loco. 


You only had to ride around the grasslands to check up on 
them during the day, camp out in a hollow at night, and 
check on them again the first thing in the morning. The 
biggest risk was coyotes. 


The night before, Caleb and one of the hired men had 
camped out near one of the larger groups and gone to sleep 
at about midnight. Shortly before dawn the animals became 
skittish and woke them up. A few minutes later another 
large group of cattle came stampeding toward them and set 
the one near them stampeding off in all directions. 
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saddle and did what they could to rein in the frenzied cattle 
and get them back under control, but the sun was high 
before the herd was all together and calm again. Then they 
rode around the pastureland to find out what had spooked 
them. They came across the mangled corpse of a full-grown 
steer a few miles from where they had camped. The 
damage looked worse than something a wolf would have 
done. 


Calvin and Calhoun rode back with him to have a 


look at the steer. "Sure looks like a bear done it," Calhoun 
said. 


"Oh, it was a bear alright," said the ranch hand who had 
stayed behind. "I nosed around some after Caleb left and 
found its tracks." 


"A bear'll come back alot o' the time," Calvin said. 


"| want the herd to stay together at night, all o' them, and | 
want four men out there with 'em with Caleb, every night 
and two of 'em awake, till we kill it or we're sure it's gone." 


"I'm going too," Calhoun said. 


Julia opposed Calhoun's going. "You ever shoot a grizzly?" 
she asked. 


"| shot a wolf, and plenty o' coyotes." 


"A wolf's one thing; a grizzly's another. One shot ain't gonna 
bring it down, unless you get it between the eyes, and 
you're only seventeen. That you're the best 51 
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cowboy in the territory don't count for nothing when it 
comes to grizzlies." 


"If he can father two kids, he can go after a grizzly," 
Calvin said. 

"It's them kids he fathered I'm thinking of." 

"Don't you go fretting yourself into a state, Julia," 
Calhoun said. "There'll be six of us." 


"| just wanna be sure that none o' you ain't never by himself 
at night." 


"We ain't gonna be that stupid." 


There was some justification for calling seventeen-year-old 
Calhoun the best cowboy in the territory. He was generally 
acknowledged to be one of the best, better than men twice 
his age and with five times the experience. At five years old, 
he could toss a lasso at a post and never miss. At ten he 


could lasso a running steer from horseback; and four times 
out of five, he would get it, which is a lot more than most 
cowboys can do. He did not have the strength to hold on to 
it, but he could wind the rope around his saddle horn, and 
he could control his horse with the bucking steer standing 
right next to it. He had roped and branded his first calf 
before he was twelve, and after branding two or three of 
them had become as quick at it as a grown man. He had a 
way with horses, too. They adored him. 
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They saw no sign of the bear until the fifth night. 


Calhoun and one of the hired men were on watch, one on 
each side of the herd. 


Calhoun noticed the herd seemed restless. He did not call 
out to the other herder. If he did, he might scare the bear 
away, if it was a bear, and if it was, he wanted to see it 
killed and be done with it. He rode around the herd and 
whispered his suspicions to the ranch hand, who had 
become aware of it already and was on the alert. Calhoun 
told him to wake the others in case the cattle tried to 
stampede. He would go back to his side of the herd, where 
whatever danger they sensed was coming from. 


"Some o' them're already up," the hand said. 
"Good. Tell 'em to be ready." 


The cattle broke and ran before Calhoun reached his side, 
but it only became a stampede after they had cleared the 


spot where the men were camped. All but one of the men 
went after them. Calhoun kept his eye ahead of him to make 
out what had spooked them. It was a grizzly, an enormous 
boar. 


Calhoun raised his rifle, but his horse was neighing wildly 
and too panicked for him to aim. He jumped out of the 
saddle, hit the grizzly in the shoulder, and the grizzly 
charged, its jowls open and slavering. Calhoun rammed the 
butt of his rifle into the animal's maw to hold it off, but the 
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bear swung its powerful paw and slashed through his 
Shoulder and upper arm with its claws. Then a shot rang 
out. The grizzly roared angrily, turned, and, still roaring, 
staggered a few steps. The hand who had stayed behind 
had shot it in the eye. The next shot killed it. 


“How bad you hurt?" the cowboy asked. 


"I'm bleeding bad, but I'll keep the arm. You go help the 
others with the herd. | better get back to the house, and 
quick!" 


Julia had had trouble sleeping since Calhoun had starting 
spending the night with the herd. When he came into their 
room with his shirt soaked in blood, she screamed. 


"Cut your caterwauling and get some hot water and 
bandages," Calhoun said. "Can't you see I'm walking? Must 
mean I'm alive. Damn thing mauled me. Better wake up 
Darcie, too." 


Darcie said he would need stitches. Two of the cuts were 
very deep, maybe even close to the bone. 


"Then get your needle and thread and sew me up after 
Julia's done washing it and poured on the iodine. 


‘Course it hit the shoulder bone, but it ain't that deep on my 
arm." 


Caliban had heard Julia's scream and all the running around 
that followed, and had come out to watch. 
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"Bear maul you, Calhoun?" 

"What's it look like?" 

"You hurt bad?" 

"Yeah, I'm hurt bad, but it ain't fatal." 


Two days later he was out with the herd, his right arm ina 
Sling. 
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6. 


As titular head of the family, Calvin looked on the ranch as 
his personal kingdom. The ranch was five thousand acres 
bigger than when his father owned it, five thousand acres 
he considered his property, since he had paid for it himself 
with Darcie's money. Now he was negotiating to buy up the 
Johnson ranch, a small twenty-thousand acre spread whose 
borders ran about half a dozen miles along the north and 
northeast sides of the brothers’ 


property line. It would increase their holdings by almost a 
sixth. It was unusual for one ranch to border another. Most 
ranches lay a dozen miles or more apart from each other. 


The Johnsons were not cut out for ranch work and had pretty 
much made a mess of it. They were up to their ears in debt. 
Calvin might have been able to get it dirt cheap if any of 
what they owed had been owed to him, but they had never 
borrowed from either him or his father, and they were 
holding out for more than he was willing to pay. 


He needed those acres. The Caldwell herd had 


nearly tripled in size, and in addition to the grazing land, he 
could have used their winter barns to shelter the cattle they 
did not drive to market at the end of summer. He had pigs, 
too, and four chicken coops instead of his father's one. 
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Even with the additional five thousand acres, the ranch felt 
smaller than it had when Caliban was born. Thirty people 
lived there, and more people living there meant more 
buildings for them to live in. Instead of a half-dozen 


seasonal workers, they now employed fifteen year-round 
ranch hands, four of them with wives, and Calvin had built 
two bungalows to house them and added another storey 
onto the bunkhouse. He didn't mind his workers getting 
married so long as their wives were willing to pitch in. 


Somebody had to cook and clean and wash dishes and do 
laundry for those fifteen ranch hands, and he was not about 
to pay a man to do those chores. It wasn't fit work for Darcie 
and Julia, either, since their husbands owned what was 
becoming the most prosperous ranch in the territory. 


With all those people living on the ranch, the homestead 
looked almost like a small village. 


Men thought themselves lucky to work for Calvin. 


He fancied himself a God-fearing man and gave them 
Sundays off, except for two men who stayed in the pasture 
land to watch over the cattle on a rotating basis, which 
meant three times all spring and summer, and it hardly 
involved any work since all the animals did was graze. At 
most, they would have to remind the stupid animals where 
the water hole was, or herd them to a sheltered spot if there 
was a storm, or drive off an occasional wolf or the coyotes 
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that came by more frequently. Except during the trail drive 
they mostly worked only twelve- or fourteen-hour days. 


Calvin had even given them a cat named Mustard to keep 
down the mice in the bunkhouse. It liked to sleep on Sal's 


bed. The ranch hands used to say Calvin treated them like 
family. 


He may have treated his workers better than other ranch 
owners, but he certainly did not consider them family. If one 
of them did something that displeased him, he fired him on 
the spot. He never socialized with them. 


Also, as the years passed and he had to spend more of his 
time managing the ranch, Calvin did less and less of the 
kind of work they did, so he saw less of them and even had 
trouble remembering their names. With Calhoun it was 
different. Calhoun continued to work side by side with his 
cowhands well into his sixties, and he enjoyed spending a 
couple of hours at the bunkhouse in the evening to chew 
the fat with them and play cards and listen to their stories. 


x kx OK x 
Out of nowhere, Calvin got the idea into his head that thirty 


people ought to have their own church, and he started 
making plans to build one. Calhoun was against the idea. 
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"This ain't no city," he said. "It's a ranch, and it oughtta stay 
a ranch. Next thing you know, you're gonna wanna put up a 
saloon and an op'ry house and a post office and | don't know 
what else. Wouldn't surprise me if you started playing 
sheriff, neither!" 


"People oughtta have a place to pray," Calvin argued. "The 
men who work for us need to be reminded we're God- 


fearing folks." 
"What's wrong with the church in town?" 


"Too far away. Takes us almost three hours to get there in 
the wagon." 


"So what if it does? You won't let us do no work on Sunday 
anyways. And what're we gonna use it for the rest o' the 
week? Bring in women and hold dances? The hands would 
like that." 


"I've had enough of your blasphemy, Calhoun." 


"Calhoun's right," Darcie said. "It'd cost less to build more 
wagons so everybody could go to church. Do you mean to 
pay for a full-time preacher, too?" 


"If it comes to that, that money'd be better spent bringing in 
a schoolteacher for my boys," Calhoun said. 


"This family's gonna be plenty rich from the look o' things, 
and we oughtta give 'em a proper education." 


"At least you ain't denying I'm getting this place to prosper." 
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"| agree with Calhoun," Darcie said, "and | think Caliban 
should sit in on the lessons." 


"Caliban? What's he need lessons for? He can read, and he 
knows his sums. He's old enough to work the ranch. 


If Calhoun wants his kids educated, why don't he pay for it?" 


"And Betsy and Tilda? Or don't you think girls need an 
education too?" Darcie sounded offended. 


"I'll give it some thought," Calvin said. "If we're gonna do it, 
winter's plenty soon enough to start." 


"We can advertise in Miles City for one," Julia said. 


"There's plenty o' women there who'd be happy to find 
work. Ain't | right, Darcie?" 


"Where's she gonna sleep? In the bunkhouse?" 
Calhoun joked. 


"If Darcie has another girl, she can have that room you been 
saving for if it's a boy," Caleb pointed out. 


Calvin snorted. As far as he was concerned, it had just 
better be a boy. "If we get one, we can put up a little one- 
room house for 'er somewhere," he said. "It wouldn't take us 
that long." 


"Then you better get started building it now," 


Darcie said, "since | got this feeling it's gonna be a boy this 
time." 


"It can wait till the end o' summer," Calvin said. 
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"The baby'll sleep in our room for a couple o' months 
anyways." 


They all knew they would have a schoolteacher, 


because Darcie wanted it. 


* OK OOK OX 


Caleb was happy enough just doing his work and 


having a good time, and Caliban was too young to think 
about such things, but the way Calvin acted sometimes, 
making decisions for the rest of them, hiring and firing, 
saying how many head they were going to buy this year and 
how many acres they would plant and who was 


responsible for what, as if he owned the ranch when it 
belonged to all of them, had begun to eat at Calhoun. And 
he loved the ranch, loved it more than Calvin, who saw it as 
a source of wealth. Only Calhoun was a true rancher at 
heart. Calvin was more of a businessman. Caleb was a pair 
of arms, and Caliban was just a kid, so for the time being 
Calhoun was pretty much alone in standing up to his oldest 
brother. 


He was Sure that one day he would have an ally in Caliban. 
He had taken the boy under his wing and set out to teach 
him what it meant to work a ranch. He had taught him to 
ride and to rope and how to care for a horse, to 61 
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check its hooves for stones and its back for saddle sores. 


The kid loved the open spaces and endless sky as much as 
he did, and he loved the smell of the grass and the feel of 
the wind in his hair when they galloped across the prairie 
together. Caliban would make a good rancher. Fortunately 
for Calhoun, until then, at least some of the time, he had 
Darcie on his side. She did not interfere often when it came 
to running the ranch, but when she did, she almost always 
had her way. 
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7. 


The summer started off well. They had just the right amount 
of rain and sunshine, and the grazing was good. 


The Johnsons agreed to sell for the price Calvin had offered 
if he would also buy their herd at market value and let them 
live in the house until September. 


"But the land and the cattle're mine soon's you get your 
money, right?" He would have to borrow to pay for the herd, 
but he would recoup the loss when he sold it in fall. The 
family would be strapped for cash for a couple of months, 
but at least he had enough to pay his workers. "I won't be 
able to take on your ranch hands," he added. 


"Your horses neither." 


Although he had as good as closed the deal, for a change he 
asked for Calhoun's advice, knowing that he would approve. 
He would have approved if the Johnsons had asked for twice 
as much. 


Calhoun, however, was not content merely to 


second his brother's wishes. "I wanna go and inspect that 
herd before we commit ourselves to anything," he said. 


"Yeah," Calvin said, "| was gonna tell you to do that." 
"And | ain't gonna have it mixing with ours. The 63 
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boundary fences stay just where they are till next year. D'ya 
think we oughtta double brand 'em?" 


“Branding a calf's one thing; roping and branding | don't 
know how many head o' full-grown steer's another. 


We got the papers to prove we bought 'em." 
"So you done it already. | kinda thought so." 
"I ain't done nothing final. | meant we're gonna have 


‘em. Now you tell me, who's gonna graze 'em for us if you 
want 'em kept separate?" 


"Why, the Johnsons' hands, o' course." 


"Can't afford 'em, not after we buy the herd. How many of 
our men will it take?" 


"Depends on how many head there are, but two oughtta do 
it, with Caleb in charge o' them." 


"Well, two plus Caleb we can spare. You go see, and tell me 
if it'll be enough." 


When the papers had been signed and the sale 


finalized, Calvin sent Caleb to comb every square foot of the 
property to find the best grazing and a couple of good spots 
for the animals to shelter in case of a storm. 


"And you," he said, turning to Caliban, "I want you to ride 
the perimeter and make sure the fencing's in good repair. 
They got rail fences, which ain't much good, but it'll hafta do 
for now. Pace it off so we can figure out how much barbed 
wire we're gonna need later." 
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Thanks to Calhoun, Caliban was well on his way to becoming 
a cowboy —Calvin acknowledged that his 


brother had made a good job of that— but the kid wasn't 
one yet. Sure, he could to rope and bring down a calf, and 
he had branded a few while someone held them down for 
him, and he had been saddling horses or hitching them to a 
wagon since he was eight. He could drive the wagon and 
ride a horse like an expert, too, but he had yet to break in a 
horse. Most important, the spring roundup had been his 
first, so Calvin was hesitant to trust the boy's judgment 
when it came to scoping out their new property. The boy 
knew how to mend a fence, though, and he was good with 
figures, although his formal education had stopped at age 
five. He could probably calculate the materials they would 
need better than Caleb. 


* OK OOK OX 


Caliban brought a notebook with him to write down where 
the bad breaks were and how much lumber they would need 
to fix them, and to make sketches of the damage. On the 
whole, the fences were in fair shape, though not up to 
Caldwell Ranch standards. While he was sitting loose in the 
saddle, bent over to one side to work on a sketch of a top 
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wedged between the lower rail and the post, his horse 
moved a few paces forward, and he slipped a bit more to 
the side. "Whoa, girl!" he said absently, without changing 
position. 


But the horse had startled a rattlesnake, and it lunged at 
her. She reared up, and Caliban fell off onto the broken 
fence. His leg caught between the two rails and twisted 
awkwardly, so when he hit the ground he fractured his right 
hip. He landed less than two yards from the snake. 


It would have bitten him if his horse hadn't trampled it with 
her hooves. 


Caliban was moaning and only half conscious. The horse 
sniffed at him and nudged his leg with her muzzle. 


He screamed and passed out. The mare walked off a few 
paces to get him to follow her; then she came back and 
stayed with him. 


* OK OK OX 


Caleb got back to the house at suppertime. "Land looks 
good," he said. 


"Where's Caliban?" Darcie asked. 


"Ain't he here yet? | thought he'd ‘a finished hours ago. Well, 
maybe he's waiting for me by the property line. 


He'll figure it out and come home by himself. Getting dark 
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Darcie put some stew aside for him. Two hours later Caliban 
still had not returned. "I think you better go looking for him," 
Darcie said. "I'll ring for the hands so's you can form a 
search party." 


"We won't need that many," Calvin said. "Shouldn't be hard 
to find him if he done like he was s'posed to and stayed 
close them fences. Me, Calhoun and Caleb'll be more'n 
enough." 


"You might not see 'im in the dark." 

"Our horses'll spot 'im. Besides, his ain't come back. 
She's prob'ly with 'im." 

Caleb found him. Caliban was still unconscious. 


Caleb yelled, but the others were too far off to hear him. He 
could have galloped around the perimeter, but he did not 
want to leave his brother. Caliban had been his roommate 
for almost eight years, and despite the difference in their 
ages, they shared secrets and he turned to Caliban when he 


wanted to confide in someone. Caliban was the person in 
the family he loved most. 


Calhoun showed up about ten minutes later. "Looks like he 
broke a leg or something," Caleb said. "I nosed around and 
found a stick to keep it in place. You got something to tie it 
on with? | got a rope looped around my saddle horn, but 
that's too heavy." 
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Calhoun always wore a bandana around his neck. 
He took it off and handed it to Caleb. "Will this do?" 
"Yeah. | can wrap my belt around the other end. 
You go get Calvin." 


Calhoun cantered off. Caleb thought he should have 
galloped. While he was waiting for them, Caliban stirred. 


"It's alright, baby brother," Caleb told him. "We found you 
now. You hurt bad? Broke your leg?" 


"I think | must'a. It hurts awful." 
"Where's it hurt?" 


Caliban brought his hand up to right thigh. "Here, | think. 
But the pain's shooting all the way down my leg and up into 
my gut." 


“That high, huh? Breaks there don't mend easily like lower 
down. Lemme see." 


He touched the leg near the top of the thigh. Caliban 
screamed. 


"Sorry, baby. Just wanted to feel if the bone's poking 
through. Don't feel like it is, and that's a good sign. 


I'm gonna tie it up now to hold it in place. May hurt a bit." 


Caleb laid the stick alongside the leg and tied the bandana 
around Caliban's shin. He slipped his belt under his thigh at 
the groin. Caliban gritted his teeth. When Caleb wrapped it 
around the leg, he screamed and kept on screaming even 
after Caleb had finished tying it. "Whatsa 68 
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Caliban kept screaming. Caleb felt his crotch. He hadn't 
smashed his testicles against the leg. It had to be the break. 


Calhoun and Calvin arrived moments later. "That Caliban 
hollering?" Calvin asked. 


"Yeah, when | put on the splint. It must be a real bad break. | 
don't think we can lift 'im up on the horse." 


"Hafta. Can't leave him here. You sit in the saddle and me 
and Calhoun'll put him across your lap. You can hold the leg 
steady and we'll lead the horse by the reins." 


Caliban started screaming when they started to lift him, but 
not so loud that they did not hear the snap. Caliban fainted. 


His legs had been open about half a foot. The broken one 
moved a half-inch closer to the other, as if it had become 
separated from his body. 


"It gotta be his hip," Calhoun said. "We're gonna need a 
wagon. Think we can borrow one from the 


Johnsons? It's closer'n home." 


"| don't trust their wagons. What if it breaks an axle? And if 
they ain't got one, we'll lose time." Calvin did not like asking 
outsiders for things. 


"How we gonna get one of our wagons here? Gotta cross the 
crick and there's that ridge, too." 


“Take the long way round to the Johnson place. 
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We're gonna hafta go back that way, too. Caleb, you go for 
the wagon, and bring something we can lie him on to lift 
him into it." 


Caleb would have preferred to stay with his brother. 


He thought Calvin should have sent Calhoun. On the other 
hand, he would ride faster. Besides, he always did what 
Calvin told him. 


He galloped all the way and ran up onto the porch. 


"Jesus, Caleb," Darcie said, "you look like the end of the 
world is coming. Is he dead?" 


"Broke his hip. We need a wagon to move him. Is it hitched 
up?" 


"At this time of night?" 


"Then I'll go do it. We need to rig up some kind of stretcher 
to get him into the wagon, too. Something sturdy and flat." 
He looked around, trying to think of something. 


"Some kind of board we can lay on the ground so's we can 
Slide him on it." 


“Break up the porch swing and take the seat. I'll go hitch up 
the wagon while you're at it," Julia said. 


Caleb galloped the horses hitched to the wagon, too. 


It was a long way around to the entrance to the Johnson 
ranch, though their properties lay side by side, and he didn't 
know what detours he would have to make to cross their 
property to where the others were waiting for him. The 70 
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moon had come out since he had left them. A couple of 
miles before the entrance, he saw their horses’ silhouettes 
at the top of a hill. He had not been able to see in the dark 
that Caliban had hurt himself at a place where the fence 
overlooked the road. The hill was high, but the slope fairly 
gentle. He stopped the wagon and dragged the swing seat 
up the hill, yelling all the way that he was coming. 


Caliban was still unconscious, so they slid him onto the 
makeshift gurney easily. "You broke up my swing to make 
this?" Calvin asked. 


"Couldn't think of nothing else." 
"You don't never think." 
"It was Julia's idea." 


They had a harder time of it carrying him down the hill. The 
ground was uneven, and they couldn't see the bumps and 
holes in the dark. "I'll drive the wagon back," 


Calvin said when they had loaded Caliban into it. 


"No," Caleb said, "I will. Gotta go real slow so's not to jolt 
‘im. Calhoun, you go for the doc. And hurry, dammit!" 


Calhoun was surprised. Caleb never swore in front of Calvin 
and never said no to him. It was the first time he had heard 
him give anyone an order, too. 


KKK 
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Caleb drove so slowly it took him close to an hour to get to 
the house. Calvin had gone on ahead of him, and the 
women had everything ready. "Keep him on that plank," 
Darcie said. "Let's not move him till the doc gets 


‘im fixed up. We can fit it on the bed." 


"We better undress him," Calvin said, moving toward the 
bed. 


Darcie stopped him. "Me and Julia'll do it. We'll be more 
gentle." 


"But you'll be taking off his pants!" 
"What of it? We know what he got." 


Darcie undid the splint and loosened his belt. When she 
pulled off his boots she saw they would not be able to pull 
his pants down. "We're gonna hafta cut 'em offa him," 


she said. "Julia, get the scissors." 


Caliban lay naked on the board. He looked like the victim of 
a brutal beating lying in the morgue. The hip was discolored 
and looked half crushed, and the entire leg was swollen 
down to the ankle. Caleb couldn't stop weeping. 


"It's worse'n | thought," Darcie said. "Let's hope the doc gets 
here soon." 


To break the tension, Julia said, "He's growing up." 


He had a man-sized penis and a small bush of fine black hair 
at the base of his stomach. 
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"You want your face slapped, Julia?" Calvin asked. 


At last the doc arrived. He examined the break and said, 
"We'll have to build a brace for it. I'll take some 
measurements. Calvin, you made all the furniture here, 
didn't you? Then you oughtta be able to make this. Use 


some kind of light wood, like pine, and cut it real thin, but 
not so thin it'll break. And use pegs and glue ‘stead o' nails. 


I'll draw you a picture." 
He made a quick sketch. Calvin thought he 
understood. 


"We'll need leather straps to attach it with, too," the doc 
Said. 


Calhoun went to cut apart a harness. 


It took Calvin close to three hours to build the brace, and 
they waited another half-hour for the glue to dry. 


The doc had waited around to get Caliban into it. The boy 
Slept the whole time. 


When the brace was in place, they moved him from the 
plank onto the bed. Darcie covered him with a blanket. 


“That oughtta do it," the doc said. 
But it didn't. 
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8. 


Caleb moved into the free bedroom so Caliban 


would have quiet. Besides, Caliban was moaning all the 
time, and it was impossible to sleep in same room with him. 
Caleb, Julia and Darcie took turns sitting up with him so he 
wouldn't be left alone. 


Callie and her husband were living in Laramie, 


some four hundred miles away. Her twin brother, Caleb, had 
kept in touch by sending a letter on their birthday that told 
what had happened over the past year, and he would write 
one about some special event if there was any, but it had to 
really special, such as Calhoun getting married at fifteen 
and how the grizzly had mauled him, and he also wrote 
each time she became an aunt. He wrote her about 
Caliban's accident. 


A week and a half later, Callie showed up at the ranch. 
Although she had not seen Caliban in eight years, Callie still 
had a soft spot in her heart for the sweet little boy she had 
raised and mothered from when he was a baby until he was 
five. As an eleven-year-old girl she had soothed his bouts of 
colic, and afterward she had nursed him through the 
measles and other childhood ailments. She had not 
forgotten what a pretty child he was, and how 74 
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"What're you doing here?" Calvin asked. His voice told her 
he had not forgiven her for walking out on his ranch. He 
looked on her as some kind or turncoat or deserter. Callie 
ignored his hostile tone. She had not forgiven the way he 
had treated her, either. 


"I came to take care of Caliban. | Knew you'd be too stingy 
to hire a nurse. Ha! | can see I was right. And your wives... 
What are their names, anyway? Darcie and Julia, ain't it?" 


"Yeah. Darcie's my wife." 


“They got plenty to do overseeing the ranch hands and 
picking up after you men—" 


"I oversee the ranch hands." 
"Only their work. A ranch woman got more'n 


enough to keep her busy. | see you been doing well for 
yourselves. It's quite the spread you have here. You can 
thank your wives for that. How you expect 'em to give 
Caliban the full-time care he needs is beyond me. So, where 
is 'e? Where's Caliban?" 


"In his room. He's sleeping. You can see him when he gets 
up. How long you plan on staying, anyways? We ain't gota 
room for you." 


"I'll sleep in his room, like any round-the-clock nurse. And 
I'm staying for as long as he needs me. 
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Caliban's my baby." 


"You got babies o' your own. How could you just up and walk 
out on 'em?" 


“Robert's uncle lives in the same house as us. You ain't 
getting rid o' me, Calvin. This ain't just your place. It's 
Caliban's, too, and | come to see him, not you." 

"You come here all the way alone in that shay?" 

"Yep, | did." 

“Through Indian country?" 


“The Lakota ain't been bothering folk much lately. 


From what | hear, they don't do much except to dance. And 
the Cheyenne and Arapaho are way off to the west 
somewhere." It was two years before Wounded Knee. 


“That dance they do's a war dance, people're saying." 
“Then why ain't they attacked no one?" 

Darcie came out onto the porch, carrying a full 
bedpan. "He's up, and the pain's worse," she said. 


"This here's my sister Callie. She come all the way from 
Laramie to help out." 


"Why, bless your heart! | don't think we coulda managed 
without you. Me and Julia are run ragged." 


"How is he?" 
"Very bad. Go see for yourself." 
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Callie went into his room. Inside, the light was dim and the 
air warm and stuffy because they had hung blankets over 
the windows and it was a hot day. "Remember me, Caliban?" 
she asked in a soft voice. "It's been a long time." 


"Callie? D'ya come to see me?" 

"Who else?" 

"Just about anyone in the family." Caliban spoke slowly, like 
someone in pain, but his mind was clear and he was eager 
for company. 

"No, honey. You're the one | care about." 


"What about Caleb? He's your twin." 


"| ain't completely forgiven 'im for what he done, either. But 
it's different with Caleb. We're twins, so it don't matter if I'm 
angry with 'im or not. There's still a special connection." 


"You're mad at the others." 


"They treated me like | was their slave. You couldn't 'a 
known. You were too young." 


"It ain't right... holding a grudge so long against your... flesh 
and blood." 


“Maybe not, but it's how | feel. And Calvin was on the porch 
when I got here, and 'e wasn't happy to see me." 


"Calvin ain't bad like you think. Yeah, he can be bossy at 
times... but he's just thinking about things... about getting 
‘em done. He forgets they will be without 'im telling 77 
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"I only meant that it ain't just me. There's bad feelings on 
both sides. Do you mean it was my fault for listening to 
him? That if | just a said no he'd 'a stopped treating me like 
dirt?" 


"| wasn't talking about whose fault it is." 


"| meant if the way to handle Calvin is not to do what he 
says." 


"| dunno about that. When he says to do something it's 
always... something that needs getting done. And | woulda 
done it anyway." 


"No, he ain't changed at all. | feel sorry for his wife." 
"Darcie? She tells him what to do." 
"Good for her." 


"| think... you just gotta accept people for what they are, 
Callie. Let's not talk about it no more. It makes me feel bad." 


Callie was amazed at how much he had grown up. 
"Are you always this sweet?" she asked. 

It was not the kind of question he could answer. 
"I'm glad you came," he said. 


"Miss me?" 


"Not really; not anymore. But it's good to see you." 
"So about this accident? How'd it happen?" 
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"| fell off a horse. Wasn't paying attention. It was real 
dumb." 


"It still hurts?" 


"| didn't know anything... could hurt this bad. It's like my 
leg's on fire, and it's gone into my side too." 


"Can | see?" 

"I'm naked underneath the blanket." 
"| used to change your diapers." 

"| ain't that little no more." 

"You embarrassed?" 


"Yeah, kinda. Darcie and Julia come and wash me. | mean... 
they even gotta clean me off down there. It's worse'n 
embarrassing." 


"| imagine it is. Must make you feel helpless." 


"I am helpless. Can't even feed myself. But this is like | 
messed my pants." 


"| won't touch you. | just wanna see. | hear it's real bad, and 
I'm prob'ly imagining it worse'n it is. It'd make me feel alot 

better. Can I?" 

"Yeah, go ahead. My body ain't my own no more anyways." 


She lifted the blanket, and it looked worse than she had 
imagined. To reassure herself, she tucked up one of the 
window blankets into the curtain rod to let some light into 
the room. In the light it looked much, much worse. 
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She replaced the blanket, as much for her sake as for his, 
and stayed chatting a little while longer. Then she said she 
wanted to talk to the others. "To find out what the doc says. 
He may not wanna tell you everything." 


"I know he don't... and they don't neither. But, Callie..." 
Her hand already on the door handle, she paused 

and turned to him. "Yes?" 

"Will you promise me something?" 

"Anything, love." 

"Tell me what he said. | wanna know. | can take it." 
"Ain't you scared?" 


“Sure I'm scared. That's why | wanna know." 


"| understand. I'll tell you. | promise." 


She went out to the kitchen. Caleb had heard she had come 
and was there to meet her. 


"Hey, Caleb," she said. "You never wrote me that you grown 
a beard." 


"Don't he look terrible?" Then he remembered she was his 
twin whom he hadn't seen in over eight years. "I'm sorry. | 
oughtta gave you a hug. It's just that I'm so upset over 
Caliban." His eyes began tearing up again. "Guess | never 
realized how much | love that kid." 


All her resentment of Caleb faded into nothing 


when she heard that. All Calvin had said was: "What're you 
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doing here?" 

"What'd you think?" Darcie asked. "How's he look to you?" 


"I'm taking him to a hospital. He'll die just lying there 
without proper care. You seen 'im. Sorry, Darcie, | didn't 
mean it that way. I'm sure you're doing everything you can." 


"| didn't take it that way. | think he should be in a hospital 
too." 


"How're we gonna pay for a hospital?" Calvin said. 


"We ain't got no money left after me buying them acres. 


Maybe after | sell the herd next month..." 
"I'll sell off my share," Caleb said. 


"Your share o' what? A the ranch? Who to? / ain't got the 
money for it." 


"You won't sell nothing, Caleb," Callie said. "Not to him, not 
to nobody. I'lIl—" She was about to say "I'll pay for it," but 
instead she said, "I'll lend you all the money." 


She liked the idea of Calvin owing her money. "At no 
interest," she added. 


"Wouldn't pay for it yourself, would you?" Calvin said. "But 
you'll come here all the way from wherever it is you're 
living." 


"Laramie. And I'd pay for it in a heartbeat, but it ain't my 
money. It belongs to my husband." 
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"You make free enough with lending it out. Where d'ya mean 
to take 'im?" 


"Why, to Laramie." 


“Laramie? Are you crazy? How's he gonna Survive a trip to 
Laramie?" 


“How's he gonna survive staying here?" 


"Ain't there no place closer?" Caleb asked. "They got 
anything like a hospital in Billings?" 


None of them could answer that question. 
Callie went on, "Anyways, | ain't just gonna drop 


‘im in some hospital and leave 'im there. He needs to be 
near people who love 'im and care about 'im." 


"And how d'ya propose to get 'im there?" 
"In a wagon." 
"A wagon you're gonna drive all the way to 


Laramie. A woman all by herself with a dying boy in the 
back." 


"So you admit he's dying." 
"I'll go with 'em," Caleb said. 


"No you won't. You're needed here. | can't spare you. Can't 
Spare no wagon, neither." 


"When have you ever spared anybody?" Callie asked 
pointedly. 


"Your sister's right," Darcie said. 
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help, I'd find a way, but—" 


"I'll buy a wagon," Callie interrupted. "That much o' 
my husband's money | can spend." 


"You can take our wagon," Darcie said. "We'll get the 
Johnsons’ wagon. They ain't using it." 


"They'll need it to move," Calvin said. 

"Then you can buy 'em another," Callie snapped. 
"There's time for that. Calhoun'll go there tonight." 
"Calvin may be right, Callie," Darcie said. 


“Laramie's just too far. If you were ready to stay with 'im 
here as long as you had to, there's a hotel in Billings. And 
we better ask the doc about him making the trip." 


"The doc? What's he know? He made a botch of it already." 


"You mean the brace?" Calvin said, fuming. " / built that 
brace." 


“That's your contraption? Then you made a botch of it too." 


"When're you leaving?" Calvin asked. It sounded as if he 
meant "How soon will we be rid of you?" 


"First thing in the morning." 


"The doc oughtta see him first," Darcie said. "He oughtta 
know if they got a hospital in Billings, and he can give you 
some pain killers and tell you what kinda compresses and 
things to put on his leg." 
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"Then let him come right now." 


* OK OOK OX 


The doc wasn't sure Billings had a hospital, but Callie 
decided to go there anyway. It could take her over a month 
to get to Laramie with Caliban in the wagon. They would 
pass through Sheridan, which was about as far away as 
Billings, but she doubted she would find a hospital there. 
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Sister and brother set out for Billings the first thing in the 
morning. Darcie and Julia had stayed up all night preparing 
food for their journey, which they expected would take five 
days or more, for she would have to drive slowly. Had 
Caliban had his accident a few years later, they could have 
gone by train, but the railroad was still under construction. 
They slid the mattress with him on it onto the swing seat, 
and his brothers lifted it into the wagon. 


Callie fretted the entire way to Billings. If they happened to 
come to a ranch or a camp for the men building the rail line 
in late afternoon or early evening, they would spend the 
night there, but Callie insisted on sleeping beside her 
brother in the wagon under a tarp. If there was no ranch or 
railroad camp, they passed the night on the open range on 


the side of the road. The nights were chilly, but they had 
taken plenty of blankets, and she slept pressed close to the 
boy to keep him warm, on his left side because of the brace 
on the right. Calvin had given her a rifle to protect them 
against Indians, which she thought ridiculous, but she was 
glad she had it because one night a wolf came after the 
horses. 


The evening of the fifth day found them about 
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twenty miles from Billings, so she pressed on and they 
arrived after midnight. Only the saloon was open. She 
stopped outside it and asked some drunks who were 
whooping it up in the street if there was a hospital, but she 
could not get an answer out of them, so she went inside and 
asked the saloonkeeper. 


"The only hospital we got here's the docs’ houses. 
We got two o' them in town" he told her. 

"Do any o' them let patients stay there?" 

"Doc Brewster might, and 'e got a surgery, too." 
“How do | get there?" 

"He won't like you waking him up this time o' 
night." 


"My kid brother's outside in the wagon, dying." 


* OK OOK OX 


If Doctor Brewster was put out, he did not let on. 


He had his sons carry Caliban into the surgery at the back of 
the house on the ground floor. "Let's have a look," he said, 
and removed the blankets. "What in tarnation is that?" 


he asked, pointing to the brace. 
"A brace. Our doctor rigged it up for 'im." 


"That ain't no brace, Ma'am; it's a frame. Where'd he get his 
license, anyway? James, get me the saw, so | can 86 


The City of Lovely Brothers 
Anel Viz 


get that damned thing off the boy and examine him 
properly." 


Doctor Brewster seemed to know what he was 


doing. "Broken hip, is it?" he said. "Looks bad, too. It's a 
damn shame. Such a well-built, fine-looking lad. Is the pain 
bad?" 


"| been giving him these," Callie said, showing him the pills. 
"He took one just outside o' town." 


"Well, at least that doctor of yours knows 
something." 


Caliban felt he would die of embarrassment lying naked on 
the table in front of a batch of strangers— Doctor Brewster, 
his wife, his two sons, and even his daughter, a girl a year 


or two older than Caliban whom the doctor was training to 
become a nurse. They talked about him as though he wasn't 
there or couldn't hear them. Except for Caleb, who shared a 
room with him, no one had seen him naked since he had 
learned to dress himself, and since his accident just about 
everyone had. That boys of thirteen tend to be very, if not 
excessively, modest had not occurred to Callie, and she had 
shown him off to the people who owned the ranches where 
they had stopped on their way to Billings, and also to some 
two dozen men building the railroad. 
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Brewster said, "but | think | can save it. | can't promise | will, 
but | can try. He won't ever walk again, though, not unless | 
do more." 


"What more?" Callie asked. 


"I'll have to break the hip again and reset it. What do you 
say, boy? Shall | do it? It's your leg. Are you up to it?" 


That the doctor had acknowledged his presence and even 
asked his permission made Caliban feel like a human being 
again, though one who had been on display. He asked, "Will 
| be able to walk again?" 


“There's no way of telling, but unless | do, you won't." 
"Then do it." 


"It'll hurt, worse than it hurt the first time you broke it. A lot 
worse." 


"Do it. | don't wanna be no cripple." 


"| didn't say you wouldn't be a cripple. | said you might be 
able to walk." 


Caliban could not imagine the kind of pain the 


doctor described, and it terrified him. He was not sure 
walking again was all that important to him, but he 
considered it his duty to assert his manhood after having 
been stared at by all and sundry, so he said, "Do it." 


"You should leave now," the doctor told Callie. 
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"This isn't going to be a pretty sight, and it will take a few 
hours. Don't worry, boy," he said to Caliban. "You won't be 
awake for all of it. You'll probably faint dead away when | 
break it." 


"Can | stay here for the night?" Callie asked. "We just got 
into town." 


"There's the hospital room. It has five beds in it, but there 
are sick men in three of them. Nothing contagious — 


railroad injuries— but one of them has gangrene. | was 
thinking I'd have to amputate it in the morning. | hope | can 
Save yours, boy. It's an awful thing, cutting off a man's leg." 


"They have rooms over the saloon," Mrs. Brewster said. 


"If you don't mind, I'd prefer to sit up in your parlor tonight. | 
won't be able to sleep anyways." 


Mrs. Brewster showed Callie to the parlor. The 


daughter stayed to assist, and the sons to hold Caliban 
down. "I'm going to work on saving the leg first," Callie 
heard the doctor say as she left the room. "That's also going 
to hurt like hell, but nothing like when | get to work on that 
hip. I'd give you more of those pills if they would do any 
good, but they take at least an hour to work, and | don't 
have any ether. | should have ordered more, what with all 
the accidents they have working on the new railroad. | just 
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didn't think of it." 

When he heard the women reach the foot of the 


stairs, Doctor Brewster turned to his sons and said, "James, 
get the whisky. A small bottle ought to do it." He put his 
hand on Caliban's hair and stroked it lovingly. "Have you 
ever tasted whisky, boy? | don't imagine you have." 


"No, sir." 


"Well, you're not going to like how it tastes. Men seldom do 
the first time they try it. They cough and sputter a lot, and 
everybody laughs, so they think it isn't manly to say they 
don't. My boys and | don't drink the stuff ourselves 


—or they had better not— except as an anesthetic. But it's a 
good thing you haven't tried it. It'll make you drunk quicker." 


Mrs. Brewster left Callie in the parlor and went to boil water. 
Then she returned to keep her company. For a while they 
heard nothing. Then Caliban started screaming. 


"I know how hard this is on you," Mrs. Brewster said. "I 
couldn't stand it in the beginning, when | first married Jacob, 
and the people screaming weren't even family. It's 
something you get used to. Jacob hates it too, but it's got to 
be done. You'll see. Once it's all over, he'll treat your brother 
very gently." 


"I know. | heard what he said about the pills. How long will 
this go on?" 
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"I'd tell you if | knew, but | don't know what he has to do. 
Maybe an hour or more." 


"Oh, my God. But I'm glad | found a physician as good as 
your husband." 


"Oh, Jacob's the best. When he says he'll try, like he did 
about saving the leg, he generally does it. But it's going to 
be an ordeal. Are you sure you don't want to get a room at 
the saloon? This isn't the worst of it. Those screams will be 
bloodcurdling once he starts on the hip, and they'll go on 
until the poor boy passes out. That could take as long as 
five minutes, maybe ten." 


"I'd rather be here." 


After half an hour, Callie could take no more, and she went 
to the saloon. Exhausted, she fell asleep almost 
immediately, despite her anxiety. 


* OK OOK OX 


Callie slept until ten in the morning, when James, the 
doctor's older son, knocked on her door and woke her. 


"Mrs. Gallagher? It's me, James Brewster. Dad sent me to 
give you a report." 


She put a bathrobe over her nightgown and asked 

him into the room. 

"It's good news, all of it. Dad saved the leg, and he 91 
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sounds pretty optimistic about Caliban's walking again. 
We've moved him into the hospital room." 

"Can | see him?" 

"You can look at him, but he'll probably sleep all day. And 
he'll be in terrible pain when he wakes up. Dad says for at 


least two weeks." 


"I'll get dressed. I'm sure the doctor got more he can tell 
me." 


James had walked to the saloon since it was under half a 
mile from his house. On the way back he told Callie, 


"Your brother's a brave kid. Sure, he screamed, but I've 
heard grown men scream worse and beg the doctor to stop. 


Caliban didn't ask him to, and when he finished the leg, 
before we broke the hip, he thanked him. I've never seen 
that before, not in the middle of an operation." 


"Caliban's the kindest, friendliest, most loving person | ever 
met." 


"And brave, like | said. | think my sister has a crush on him 
already. He's not just brave, either. He just may be the most 
good-looking boy his age I've ever seen." 


Doctor Brewster said Caliban would have to stay in his 
hospital about two months and he didn't know how long it 
would be before he could be moved, by which he meant go 
back to the ranch. He couldn't leave Billings until spring at 
the earliest. Besides, he wanted to be there when it was 92 
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time to start teaching Caliban to walk again. "I've arranged 
for you to have a room with Mrs. Allen, a couple of houses 
down," he said, "so you won't have to stay at the saloon. 


The saloon's no place to stay for a respectable lady like you, 
unless she's with her husband." 


Callie sent a letter to Caleb telling him that Caliban would 
get better, but they would be in Billings until spring. 


She praised Doctor Brewster's gifts as a physician to the 
skies and gave a long account of what he had been done. 


The second week in October, Doctor Brewster said Caliban 
could leave his hospital as soon as he found a place for him 
to live. Mrs. Allen only had one spare bedroom. 


"You should go back to Laramie, Callie, before we get 
snowed in here," Caliban told her. "That way | could stay 
with Mrs. Allen. | won't be alone. | know these people now, 
and | like 'em." 


The Brewsters liked him, too. Doctor Brewster said it would 
have made him proud to have a son as fine as Caliban. His 
daughter, June, had fallen head over heels in love with him, 
and the doctor would have been happy to have him for a 
son-in-law. It was not about to happen, though. Caliban had 
yet to turn fourteen. 


Callie did not want to leave her brother, but if she did, he 
could stay just a few doors down from the doctor's. 
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executives and his wife would be going to Laramie by 
stagecoach, so Callie would not have to make the trip alone. 
She left four days later. 


That winter, Montana was admitted to the Union. 
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Hoke Hill, where the brothers' father and 


grandfather fought off the Indians, is the same hill where 
Caliban broke his hip. Hokey Hill Shopping Mall is some ten 
miles away. Calhoun High School is situated twice as far 
from the old Johnson home, where Calhoun lived after the 
brothers split up, and then Caleb and Caliban built a house 
on Caliban's section of the property. The original Caldwell 
homestead stood on Calvin's share, near the south end of 
the present city, and he, Darcie, and their children 
continued to live there. 


Caliban undoubtedly provided the inspiration for the 
Caladelphia Shakespeare Festival. They performed The 
Tempest in its inaugural year, and have twice since then. | 
performed in their second production when I was five years 
old, as a spirit Prospero conjures to entertain Ferdinand and 
Miranda. | doubt | entertained anybody. | kept the program 
as a souvenir and have read through it to for references to 
Caliban Caldwell, but | found none. 


The photographs we have of the brothers were taken in the 
second and third decades of the twentieth century, when 
they were older men, balding or with white hair, but one can 
see that they were all handsome and kept their good looks 
into old age. They are sepia photographs, except Caleb's, 
which | found on microfilm in the Rosebud County Record ( 
Sept. 20, 1923 ) along with his obituary, so 98 
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it is grainy and blurred. We know the color of their hair and 
eyes from identification papers they filed when Montana 
became a state. We also have two colored-pencil sketches 
of Caliban in his early thirties that Nick drew in his diary, but 
the coloring is unreliable since his choice of colors was 
limited to the ten or twelve pencils he had at his disposal. 


Still, it is significant that in the sketch that shows Caliban's 
face in closer detail, Nick used a brown pencil for his eyes 
and black for his hair and eyebrows. 


The photos of Caliban and Calvin are standard 


studio portraits, while Calhoun's shows him with four other 
cowboys guarding a herd of steer, mounted on their horses. 


It is an excellent photo, artistically done, evidently the work 
of one of those anonymous photographers who went west to 
document frontier life, and available in a book of 
photographs of the Old West. | own a copy of the 
photograph as well as the book. It was probably the first of 
the photos to be taken. Calhoun looks younger than his 
brothers do in their photos, though it is hard to tell, since he 
is wearing a Stetson and you cannot see if his hair was 
greying. You can see him clearly in it. He is in the 


foreground, and the only one facing the camera. The 
caption reads: "Cowherds, ca. 1910; left foreground: C. 


Caldwell; etc." and gives the names of two others and lists 
two as unknown. What | know about him and the family 99 


The City of Lovely Brothers 
Anel Viz 


leads me to think it was taken five or even eight years 
earlier. 


We have photographs of Darcie and Julia as well, taken at 
about the same time as those of the brothers. 


Darcie is in Calvin's photograph. It shows her standing side 
by side with her husband. She barely comes up to his chest. 


She has her hair in a bun, and is wearing a loose dress that 

hides her figure. She looks insecure. As we know that in life 

she was a capable and determined woman, we may assume 
that her expression reflects her uncertainty on how to pose 

for a photograph. Julia's shows her standing beside her four 
sons, ranging in age from about eighteen to thirty. 


Zeke's wife, Lettie, is not in the picture, nor is their father. 


The boys must have looked very much like him, however, 
and they are dressed like cowboys. Julia wears her blond 
hair in a long, thick braid hanging over her right shoulder. 


She is smiling, which one rarely sees in photographs that 
old, but her features appear hardened with age. She is still 
very pretty, however, a full-figured woman with wide hips, 
and one can see that men must have paid her a good deal 
of attention when she was young, which may explain 


Calvin's doubts that she would make his brother a faithful 
wife. 


There is no photograph of Nick, who was to play so 
important a role in their lives in the years to come. His diary 
also contains a black pencil sketch of the face of a 100 
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man other than Caliban, which may be a Self-portrait, 
though this is far from certain. 


In addition, there exist four other photos of Caliban, one of 
him as a boy and three as a young man in his prime. 


Two photographs give frontal views of him, and he is naked 
in all four. | came across them by chance in old medical 
book while doing research for this family history. 


They are, of course, anonymous, and identify him only as 


"male subject", a fact which anyone can see at a glance, but 
| recognized him as the Caliban Caldwell in the photograph 
taken of him in his late forties. They were obviously made to 
document the fractured hip and how the injury had affected 
him in later life. Alongside them are photographs of just the 
hip —they do not even show the parts next to it— and these 
photos could be of anyone. | assume Doctor Brewster 
himself took the earlier one toward the end of winter 1890, 
because Caliban's skin looks as if the cast and bandages 
had been removed about a month earlier, and he appears 
somewhat unsteady standing on his own with the awkward 
grin on his face we would expect of a boy being 
photographed in the nude more than a century ago. 


Brewster must have been proud of his success, and in order 
to get him to pose, told him the photograph was for his files, 
though | imagine June Brewster peeked at it on occasion 
without her father's knowledge. The others 101 
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probably date from one of the winters he spent in Laramie, 
when Callie, who had believed the fracture had completely 
healed and was distressed to see it had got worse, 
pressured him to see a doctor. 


Inasmuch as Caliban will be the hero of this history, if it can 
be said to have a hero —I intend as much as possible to give 
equal weight to all four brothers— | am glad to have come 
by these photos. In the first, we see an absolutely perfect 
fourteen-year-old male, perhaps two years into puberty. One 
must use a magnifying glass to make out the scar, which is 
clearly visible in the accompanying close-ups. Despite the 
awkward smile, anyone who saw the photo would 
immediately be struck by his singular beauty, so much so 
that a person dealing in child pornography could earn 
himself a small fortune just from that one photograph. He is 
well developed for his age, though obviously not yet 
sixteen, with broad shoulders and muscular arms, and 
genitals many adult males would give their eye-teeth to 
possess. Only his legs are on the spindly side, attributable 
to his long convalescence. A year later they would have 
filled out with solid muscle, though the right had begun to 
wither, as we see in the other photographs, taken, it would 
seem, in his early twenties. 


In these photos —frontal and back views and one of 102 
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his right side— he is even handsomer, but the hip is 
deformed. The accompanying text explains that it ceased to 
grow after the fracture. In them, we see Caliban making a 
valiant and only partly successful attempt to stand straight. 


Were it not for the hip and right leg, which is slightly shorter 
than the other but otherwise fully developed, he could pass 
for a movie star. He does not appear 


embarrassed by his nakedness, nor does it look as if he was 
showing off for the camera. His expression is totally natural 
and relaxed. The deformity is most apparent in the view 
from the side, which no one would mistake for anything but 
a medical photograph, but one does not at first notice the 
withered hip in the other two because of his beauty. Most 
people would spot it soon enough, however, for they are the 
kind of photos one lingers over, not only women and 
homosexual men, but heterosexual men as well. If he were 
not simply standing in place with his arms at his sides, one 
would think they were art photos. The hair of his legs and 
forearms is fairly thin, and only a few hairs grow on his 
chest, on the sternum and around his nipples. He has a flat 
stomach, and, had he chosen to show it off, one suspects an 
impressive six-pack. A fine line of hair runs from his navel to 
his pubes, which look as though they have been trimmed, 
but that is unlikely. Although he is what men (all men) call 
extremely well endowed —the size of his genitals 103 
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immediately draws one's gaze— his beautifully shaped and 
proportioned penis and testicles seem smaller in 
comparison with the rest of his body than when he was 


fourteen. Seen from the back, it appears that his tight, 
round buttocks were his third best feature. His face 
undoubtedly takes first place. He has a straight back. 


Walking on legs of unequal length had not yet affected his 
spine, which we can guess became somewhat twisted with 
time, judging from the sepia photograph. 


| own copies of all the photographs. | keep the sepia of 
Caliban in a frame on my desk, and in frames next to it, 
Xerox copies | made of the four medical photographs. The 
others | have in an album. 
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1. 


Caliban developed his passion for reading during his winter 
in Billings. The Brewsters owned an impressive collection of 
books, many of them medical texts, but also many works of 
literature, philosophy and history, and they gladly lent them 
to Caliban. He also read the articles in scientific journals the 
doctor subscribed to, but history books were his favorites. In 
addition to the books he lent him, for Christmas Doctor 
Brewster gave him what he thought were the best two gifts 
he had ever received: a guitar and a puppy that he named 
Jaggers after the character in Dickens' Great Expectations, 
which he was then reading. 


By the time Caleb came to Billings to bring him 


home, Caliban had probably become one of the better- 
educated men in the state, and certainly its youngest 


intellectual, all in under eight months. Caliban's interest in 
books startled and puzzled Caleb. Not only did he read 
constantly, but he became so engrossed in what he was 
reading that he would frequently tell Caleb, "Wait a few 
minutes, will you? | just wanna finish this part." 


It is surprising that Caliban wanted to go back to the ranch, 
where he would have nothing to read but the Bible 105 
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and an almanac. Although he owned almost one-fourth of 
the property, Calvin did not give him an allowance, nor 
would he have compensated him for his work if he had been 
able to do any, so he would have no money to buy books. 
Yet there was little he could do except read. He arranged for 
Doctor Brewster to send him a dozen books every month, 
but he usually finished them in two weeks and sent them 
back for another dozen. 


If Caliban's having become a reader had surprised Caleb, 
Calhoun it merely amused, and it disgusted Calvin. 


Truth be told, Calvin was not particularly well disposed 
toward his youngest brother after the accident. Until Caliban 
could work, which would not be for another year, he looked 
on him as an extra mouth to feed. On top of that, he 
considered it Caliban's fault that he was in debt to Callie, 
and he had been compelled to pay for Doctor Brewster's 
Ongoing care after she went to Laramie, and Mrs. Allen as 
well, for the boy's lodgings. 


Caliban had no intention of remaining a burden. He 
exercised his leg regularly and hiked a mile or so out on the 
range every day to read, going a little farther each week 


until he could go as far as the hill where he had been 
injured, which became his favorite reading spot. Although 
he could walk, by the end of summer it seemed to him he 
would never be able to sit in a saddle again or do any ranch 
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work other than tending to the horses and pitching hay for 
them, nor be fit for farm work besides harvesting 
vegetables, so over the winter he taught himself to work 
leather. He started by making belts. As a grown man he 
made belts and even boots for his brothers and repaired the 
harnesses, and sold other things he made to buy books, 
which Calvin considered a waste. In addition, Caliban 
learned to sew, and took over the mending from Darcie and 
Julia. Calvin was not impressed. He thought the women had 
managed just fine without Caliban's help. 


Calvin was not aware of the ill-will he bore his brother, and 
Caliban, who liked everyone and assumed everyone liked 
him, was oblivious to it. The others noticed, however, even 
Caleb, and Darcie most of all. She had known of it even 
before he returned to the ranch. When Caleb got Caliban's 
letter saying he wanted to come home and asking him to 
come to Billings and get him, Calvin said, "What's he wanna 
come home for? From what | gather, he won't never be able 
to be a rancher." 


"You want his share of the ranch, don't you?" 


Darcie asked. "Well, if he's willing to give it up, you can buy 
it from him. Lord knows he'll need the money when he 
grows up." 


"Whattaya mean, I'm after his share? | was just wondering 
what he'd do here." 
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"Be with us, of course. This is his home." 


"Well, if Caleb's going to Billings for him, he had better do it 
now and get it over with before we get too busy." 


Another source of Calvin's ill-will may have been that he 
unconsciously recognized that his wife had spoken the truth. 


* OK OOK OX 


While in Billings, Caliban had written to Caleb 


every week, and once a month to his sister. When Caleb 
received his last letter, the prospect of having his brother 
home and the chance to see Billings seemed just about the 
best things he could remember happening to him. He sent 
Caliban a telegram saying he would set out the day after 
the spring roundup and asked if he thought Mrs. Allen would 
let him stay a week. 


"A whole week!" Calvin exclaimed. "End o' spring's a busy 
time o' year. Who's gonna do your work for you? 


You mean to take your pay and go on a holiday?" 


Darcie reminded him that Caleb did not get paid; the ranch 
made money for him. 


Caleb explained, "Well, it'll take me three or four days to get 
there and another three or back. Seems kinda 108 
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stupid just to turn around and come home as soon as | get 
there. Gotta rest the horse." 


"Like you said, the horse. Why should it take that long if 
you're gonna ride there?" 


"Think," Darcie said. "Caliban can't ride yet. They'd be 
coming back in the wagon, with his horse tied to the back of 
it. They can't make the trip that quick." 


"Why don't you take Callie's shay?" 
"Can't be sure Caliban can sit for long, can we?" 


Caleb argued. "He may hafta lay down. Besides, we'll need 
someplace for us to sleep if there ain't no ranch nearby." 


* OK OOK OX 


Caliban asked Mrs. Allen if his brother could stay with them 
for a week. 


"You know | don't have a room for him," she said. 
"He can sleep with me. Caleb's my favorite brother. 
We share a room at home." 

"Is he about your age then? A little older, | expect." 


"Caleb's twenty-six." 


"A grown man! | wouldn't board a man that old, mea 
woman all by myself, if he wasn't your brother." 


"I'm sure you'll like him. He's Callie's twin." 

"Now, isn't that nice? Does he look a lot like her?" 
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Caliban grinned. "Hardly. Caleb has a beard." 
KKK 

When Caleb arrived in Billings, the first thing 

Caliban said to him after he gave him a hug was, 


"Whatever you do, don't be going to the saloon and coming 
back drunk or all beat up from a fight. And if you're gonna 
be with a whore, do your business quick and come back 
early. Mrs. Allen won't like it. | don't want you smelling o' 


whisky, neither. We'll be sleeping in the same bed." 


"We will? I'm gonna like that. Give us a chance to get close 
again; make up for lost time." 


"We gonna be in the same room back home?" 


"Yeah. Darcie had another girl, like | wrote. Named her 
Hester. But Julia's pregnant again, and she's sure it'll be a 
girl, so they'll need that extra room for her. In the 
meantime, Miss Sachs got it." 


"Miss Sachs?" 


"The new schoolteacher. Didn't | tell you her name?" 


* OK OOK x 
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Caleb and Caliban stayed together anyway. They said they 
wanted to. 
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2. 

Caleb did not go to a saloon his first night in 


Billings. He had a whole week ahead of him to indulge his 
pleasures. (He did, too, but he was careful not to drink more 
than he could hold and didn't get in any fights.) He wouldn't 
have gone even if he had only had that one night. 


His brother was more important to him than whores and 
whisky. Their first night together, he made Caliban undress, 
every stitch, so he could see that he had healed properly. 
Caliban, who, in his own opinion, had been ogled by a dozen 
people and posed nude for a photograph, did not think twice 
about taking his clothes off for a brother who must have 
seen him naked hundreds, if not thousands, of times. 


Caleb looked him over thoroughly from head to toe and 
declared himself satisfied. "And just look at you!" he said. "A 
real heart-breaker, and just fourteen years old! In a year or 
so the ladies'll be swarming all over you like flies at the milk 
pail." 


"You're thinking of June, ain't you?" 

"Who's June?" 

“Doctor Brewster's daughter." 

"Has a crush on you, does she? Well, that ain't no 112 
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surprise. How old is she?" 

"Seventeen last month." 


"And she prefers you over the grown men I'm sure must 
come courting her! Don't mean a thing to her that you're 
three years younger'n her and too young to fool around 
with." 


"She was there when the doc operated on me, and she saw 
me naked." 


"Well, that explains it, don't it? She knows she ain't gonna 
find anyone as well equipped to make a girl happy!" 


"Cut it out. You're embarrassing me." 


"You oughtta be proud of it. | wish | was as well hung as 
you." 


"Stop it." 


"I'm serious, Caliban, and | think it's about time | taught you 
a thing or two about sex. You may think you know it all, but 
you don't, and who better to teach ya than me? | ain't your 
dad, who oughtta done it if he was still alive, but I'm your 
best friend, and blood kin to boot, and | got plenty of 
experience." 


"I know that." 


"I won't teach you here, where Mrs. Allen might overhear us. 
But I can tell you all about it on the way home. 


We'll have a good three-four days. That oughtta be enough." 
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Instead of waiting as he said he would, Caleb 


started Caliban's sexual education in bed that night, by 
giving intimate and unnecessarily graphic details of what 
he'd done with women. "Makes me hard just telling about 
it," he said. "You hard too?" 


"A little." 
Caleb put his hand on Caliban's pajama. He was 
exactly what he had said: a little hard. 


"You'll hafta do better'n that, baby!" 


"Oh, | get alot bigger when I... Well, you know when." 


“Then you know how it feels, or almost. It feels alot better 
inside a woman, and it gets you more excited when you can 
run your hands all over her body and squeeze her titties. 
But you know what? | think it feels better for them, though | 
don't think they like the idea of a man sticking his willie in 
‘em. If a man's ever in charge, it's when he's fucking. But 
there ain't no question but they like it. It's just the idea that 
bothers 'em. | think them good feelings just go all over their 
bodies, not like for us who feel it all down here." He gave his 
brother another pat. "Still, I'm glad | don't gotta open my 
legs for nobody. You know what | 114 
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"You sure everyone feels it the same? | mean all guys the 
same, and all ladies?" 


"Far as | know they do. Tell me how it feels to you when ya 
beat off, and I'll tell ya." 


"Gosh, | don't know that | can describe it. Besides, it's 
embarrassing." 


"If you're gonna be a man, you're gonna hafta learn how to 
talk about sex like it don't make no difference. It's almost as 
important as getting it right the first time you do it. Which 
you will, boy. I'll see to that." 


"Well, it feels good, real good. | know that ain't saying much, 
but | don't know what else | can say." 


"You think about anything when you're doing it? 
Like being with someone else, or more'n just one?" 
"Only with one. And | think about doing it to him." 
"Him!" 


"| meant about him doing it. | like to imagine some guy 
having sex." 


"Can't say | think about that, but | hear alot o' guys do." 


"Anyway, it gets better as | go on. | even make noises 
sometimes." 


"I know. | heard ya doing it a couple of times. You breathe 
real heavy, and moan, and you grunt, too, but | bet 115 
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that's when you're getting close to the end." 

"| didn't know you was up and listening to me." 


"And | wouldn't'a told you, except now it's for educational 
purposes. And if | heard you, it wasn't to spy on you or 
nothing. | expect you hear me doing it too sometimes. When 
your bed is right across the room, well, of course you're 
gonna hear." 


"I'm hard now," Caliban said. 


"Can | touch it? Through your pajama; | ain't gonna stick my 
hand inside. Just to see if the ladies'll be getting what | think 
they'll be getting." 


"You can touch the bare skin, if you want." 


"Nah. Men don't do that kinda thing. But | am curious to 
know how big you get. I'll squeeze it, too, if you'll let me. 
Just to know how hard it is." 


"If you say another word, I'll get so hard it hurts." 


"Oh, that /s nice. The ladies're gonna love it. Okay, tell me 
how ya finish off." 


"Well, it keeps feeling better and better, and then | feel like | 
can't stop myself, and start pumping it faster; and then it's 
like it can't stop /t self, like I'm gonna squirt even if | don't 
touch it; and then | squirt, and the feelings are so intense 
it's like I'm seeing stars." 


"That's called an orgasm." 
"I know." 
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"And women feel it all over inside. Can you imagine that? 
You do anything else besides pumping it up and down?" 


"Sometimes | rub my balls and pinch my nipples." 


"Well, except for them fantasies, it sounds like you do and 
feel exactly what | do and feel, so it must be the same for all 
us men, excepting the fantasies. | guess we're all different 
there. That's enough lessons for one night. Let's go to 
Sleep." 


After a few minutes, Caliban said, "Caleb, can you go to the 
privy for five or ten minutes? | can't stop thinking about... | 
gotta beat off." 


"Sure, baby. Wouldn't do, you beating off with me right here 
in bed with you. But now I'm gonna hafta get into my 
pants." 


Caleb got out of bed and went to get his pants. 


Caliban could see the erection pushing out the front of his 
pajama. For a second he thought that as long as Caleb had 
a boner too, they might as well beat off together, but he 
was afraid of what Caleb would think and was pretty sure 
doing it alongside Caleb would bother him, too. 


Caleb stayed away a good fifteen minutes. He 


opened the door a crack and whispered, "Caliban? You 
done?" 


A sleepy voice answered, "Yeah, all taken care of." 
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Caleb climbed into bed. "What'd ya think about this time?" 


"About you coming back any minute so | had to get it all 
over with quick, and that got in the way, so | forced myself 
to think of something else." 


"Gonna tell me what else you thought about?" 


"No, | told ya enough already. It's supposed to be you who's 
teaching me all about God's blessed birds and His blessed 
bees." He turned onto his left side, facing the wall. "Now 
let's get some sleep, huh?" 


* OK OOK OX 


Caleb gave his brother no further lessons at Mrs. 


Allen's house except the night he came back late and told 
him about the whore he'd been with — what she looked like, 
what they did, and how much she enjoyed it. 


On the way home, however, Caleb gave him an 


earful. Sex was pretty much all he talked about. Every so 
often he would ask, "This making you randy? If you wanna 
beat off, you can lie down in the wagon while I go take a 
piss or something," or "I'll just go on driving and promise not 
to look back." 


Caleb told him how a woman's vagina was put 


together, and where her erogenous zones were, and how to 
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find what he called her pleasure nugget, and about giving 
and getting oral sex, what to do so you wouldn't get them 
pregnant, and a lot more. By the time they reached the 
ranch, Caliban thought he must know more about sex than 
he did about history, a subject about which he knew pretty 
much everything. 
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3; 


It took close to a week to reach the ranch, because it hurt 
Caliban's hip every time they went over a big bump, and the 
road was muddy and rutted from the spring rains. 


They stopped every two hours so Caliban could stretch and 
rub his leg. At night they slept in the wagon under the stars 
and stopped the wagon to shelter under the tarp when it 
rained. 


When they got home, Caliban unhitched the wagon 


by himself before going to greet the family, just to prove to 
them he wasn't helpless. All the children were excited to see 
him, and excited he had brought a dog home with him. 


Jaggers reveled in their attention, and Caliban could see it 
liked being in the country instead of the city. Caliban 
preferred country life, too. 


Betsy, Calvin's oldest, was talking a mile a minute. 


She could hardly wait to tell Caliban about Miss Sachs. For 
the time being they had put her up in the extra bedroom, 
but Uncles Calvin and Calhoun had started working on the 
new house they were building for her half a mile up the hill. 
And she wanted to know if Caliban would be going to school 
with them. 


“Caliban's had more schooling than the rest of us 120 
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ignoramuses put together," Caleb said. 
Calvin raised an eyebrow. 


"You wouldn't believe all the things he taught himself just by 
reading," Caleb explained. "He's like a college professor 
now." 


"Is that true, Caliban?" Darcie asked. 


"Caleb's just talking big," he answered. "But, yes, | s'‘pose 
you could call me educated now." 


After he had said to hello to everyone, Caliban went to lie 
down and slept for two hours. "Sleeping away the day, is 
‘e?" Calvin said. "Didn't I tell you there wouldn't be much he 
could do to help out?" 


"He can do plenty," Caleb said. "On our way back here, he 
hitched the horses to the wagon all by himself every 
morning and unhitched 'em at night. Curried 'em, too. 


He ain't forgot what he learned from Calhoun." 


"We don't need some specialist to hitch up our wagons full 
time," Calvin grumbled. 


Caliban woke up for supper and ate enough for four. 
He had missed Darcie's cooking. 
"Don't look like we'll have no leftovers tonight," 


Calvin remarked. He didn't sound like a man making a joke. 


As usual, Darcie was the only one who understood that his 
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in Billings, and as she often did, she countered it by saying 
something that at once contradicted him and sounded as 
though she were talking about something else. "We're all so 
glad to have you home," she told Caliban. 


"And I'm glad to be here. Not just so | can be with you, but 
so all of us can be together." 


That was exactly why Caliban had wanted more 


than anything to come home. Instead, he found the ranch 
seething with grudges and suppressed resentments. He did 
not realize that some were directed against him. Caleb had 
known that Calvin was ill disposed toward him since he had 
made that fuss about Caliban's coming home, but he did not 
have the heart to tell Caliban, nor would Caliban at fourteen 
have believed it. He thought all the tension was between 
Calvin and Calhoun, and that it stemmed from their different 
ambitions for the ranch. It did not occur to him that Calhoun 
disliked Calvin's style of management even more. 


Had either of them been imbued with a spirit of 


cooperation, one brother's vision would not have been 
incompatible with the other's. Calhoun only wanted to herd 
cattle; Calvin wanted a ranch that brought in a lot of money 
and looked grand, so grand it would make the other 
ranchers in Montana jealous. Caliban sensed that one could 
have both, and believed they would iron out their 122 
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differences. But it was not in Calvin's nature to consult. He 
just went ahead and did what he wanted, and as a result, 
Calhoun opposed him on principle. Darcie could rein her 
husband in for a while; she was the only one he listened to. 


She could not fight him on everything, though, so when she 
disagreed on something she did not consider particularly 
important, she kept her opinion to herself and let him have 
his way. They had needed a school more than a church, but 
now that they had a school, she saw no harm in their having 
a church, too. So two years after they brought in Miss Sachs, 
Calvin built his church over Calhoun's objections and paid 
the preacher out of all four pockets to ride to the ranch and 
conduct a second service after the one in town. 


"You won't hafta write but one sermon," he said. 


"| still have to ride there and back," the preacher answered. 
"You'll pay me the same as them, if that's what you're 
thinking. And I ain't having but one service at Christmas and 
Easter. You come to town for those holidays and be 
neighborly." 


"We'll come Christmas and Easter if the snow ain't too 
deep." 


"If it's too deep, | ain't coming to your ranch on Sunday." 


In winter, when the children were not busy all day with farm 
chores, they used the church for a schoolhouse. 
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The rest of the year it sat vacant Monday through Saturday, 
and if they had a thunderstorm, on Sunday, too. 


* OK OK * 


On one thing Calvin and Calhoun did agree: they 


wanted more land, and Calhoun paid half whenever Calvin 
bought some. So Calvin had the biggest share of the 
property because of what he had bought with Darcie's 
money, and since Calhoun and Calvin had each chipped in 
half for the Johnson ranch, Calhoun's was almost twice the 
size of Caleb's and Caliban's land combined, who only 
owned what their father had left them. 


After their last purchase, Calvin took it into his head that he 
would give the ranch a new name when he went to register 
the property. He announced his idea at the supper table. 


“"Whattaya wanna go and do that for?" Calhoun complained. 
"What's wrong with calling it the Caldwell Ranch?" He 
instinctively distrusted all Calvin's projects. 


"Just about every ranch | know of is named for the man that 
owns it. | think ours oughtta have a special name, like the 
special place it is. Best ranch in the state, | would think." 
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Said. 


"That ain't special enough. That's what everyone does that 
don't call it by their own names." 


"| like Calvin's idea," Julia said. "Since it's called the Caldwell 
Ranch, most people think it's Calvin's, on account o' he's the 
oldest. We should think up a name to let 


‘em know it belongs to all four brothers." She said it to 
mollify her husband and to needle Calvin. She knew it irked 
him that he had three daughters, while she and Calhoun had 
boys. 


“Des Moines means 'monks'. Monks're brothers, ain't they?" 
Caliban joked. 


Caleb guffawed. "These here brothers ain't taking no vows 
of chastity." 


Darcie said, "My first husband was from 
Philadelphia. He said it meant 'The City of Brotherly Love'." 


Julia bit her lip. Brotherly love were the last words she would 
have used to describe the Caldwell Ranch. 


"Des Moines and Philadelphia are names for cities," 


Calhoun grumbled. "This place's a ranch, and it's gonna stay 
a ranch, too." 


"We could call it Caladelphia," Caliban suggested. 
“The Ranch of the Brothers Cal." 
"Caladelphia. | like that," Darcie said. "It sounds 125 
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distinguished. Don't you think it sounds distinguished, 
Calvin?" 


"The Caladelphia Ranch?" Calhoun asked. 


"No, just plain Caladelphia. All the ranches round here are 
named the 'This Ranch' and the 'That Ranch." 


"That's 'cause they're ranches," Calhoun muttered. 
Calvin renamed the ranch Caladelphia because he 


agreed with Darcie that it sounded distinguished. At the 
time of the name change, Calvin's share covered the exact 
same area as the present town. 
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4. 

The property and herd having grown as much as 


they had, Calvin took on more hands, and he now had thirty 
men working under him. They thought Calvin was the boss, 
and his three brothers their overseers. For a couple of years, 
it had seemed that Caliban would eventually be able to work 
like the rest of them after all, but at seventeen he had gone 
through a growth spurt that left him with one leg shorter 
than the other. Although he could not ride, Calvin put him in 
charge of the horses on his eighteenth birthday. 


To the hired men, he was head stable boy. 


The first addition to the Caldwell house had been a two- 
bedroom wing attached to the left side of the house in back. 
You had to walk through one bedroom to get to the other. 
When the sixth child, Hester, was born, now that Calvin had 
three girls and Calhoun three boys, the clan undertook a 
major project to enlarge their living quarters. 


They filled in the area bordered by the L with more house, 
and added a second story to the entire building including 
the front porch, accessible by a staircase in the new 
addition. They built the new sections as if they were a 
separate house, so it all fit together like some three- 
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the wall to connect them. To do that, they made one of the 
Original bedrooms smaller and turned it into an office so 
there would be a hallway leading to the door. On the other 
side was another hallway with two doors on the left that 
opened into front rooms (I can't think what else to call them) 
of the same size as the bedrooms in the first wing behind 
them. The door between those bedrooms had been walled 
up and each of them divided into two sleeping rooms, one a 
third larger than the other. The youngest boy and girl had 
their own rooms, and their older brothers and sisters, who 
had been born less than two years apart, shared the bigger 
ones. 


Caliban and Caleb took the largest bedroom in the oldest 
part of the house, and their room was converted to become 
a kitchen. The two married couples moved into the upstairs 
bedrooms. 


* OK OOK OX 


The bad feelings between Calvin and Calhoun 


continued to smolder for the next two years. Calvin would 
Suggest some improvements —Calhoun called them 


changes— he wanted to make on the ranch, or rather, tell 
the others he was going to make them. Calhoun would 
grumble, or sometimes argue with him, and Calvin would 
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go ahead and make his improvements as if Calhoun had not 
said anything. At the end of December 1894, a couple of 
days before the new year, Calhoun said at the supper table 
that he had "done some figuring in his head" and come to 
the conclusion that Calvin had not been paying them alla 
fair share of what the ranch earned. Calvin stood up in the 
middle of supper and growled between clenched teeth, "I 
don't let nobody call me a thief!" 


"Sit down and finish your supper, Calvin," Darcie said. "I'm 
sure Calhoun didn't mean it that way." 


Calhoun just frowned and said nothing. 


"No, I'm gonna settle this here and now," Calvin said, and 
went into the small room he used as an office to get the 
account book. He slammed it down on the table in front of 
Calhoun, opened it, and pointed to the last year's accounts. 


"See for yourself. All o' you come and have a look. 


This is what the ranch brought in over the past year, and 
here's what each o' you got, the same amount, allowing for 


that me and Calhoun own more land on account o' what we 
bought since Pa died." 


"Excepting you take out the cost of them changes you made 
from my and Caleb's and Caliban's earnings." 


"Them improvements are for all of us, So we all pay for 'em 
equally." 
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"But on paper they belong to you, and you made 


‘em on your quarter, so its value is increased and ours 
ain't." 


"This is one ranch, and it belongs to all four of us. It don't 
matter whose quarter we make 'em on." 


Caleb said he was satisfied, and Caliban, who at nineteen 
now had a Say in the family business, said he was, too, so 
Calhoun backed down. 


* OK OOK x 


At the beginning of September, while Calhoun and Caleb 
were away driving the herd to market, Calvin called in 
carpenters to build a row of one-family bungalows for the 
married workers. Each would have a little garden in back, 
and its own well and outhouse. He got the 


architectural designs out of a magazine. He had kept his 
plan a secret, so no one knew about it until the day the 
carpenters showed up with their wagonloads of lumber. 


When he returned and saw the half-finished houses, Calhoun 
blew up. "You're turning the ranch into a goddamn town!" he 
yelled. "I knew you was gonna sooner or later. 


You just better keep all the buildings on your share, or, God 
help me, I'll stampede my whole goddamn herd right 
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gotta drive 'em an extra five or ten miles to circle round 
them fucking farms and homesteads of yours?" 


"If you don't watch your mouth, Calhoun Caldwell, I'Il—" 


"You'll what? Take me to woodshed and whup my ass like 
you done when | was a kid? Just you try it!" 


Caliban, Darcie and Julia sat listening to them, speechless. 


"We need those houses, Calhoun. You know we do," Darcie 
said. 


"| ain't saying we don't. I'm saying that I'm sick and tired of 
Calvin doing things to the ranch without asking our opinion 
and listening to it, too, like it's his goddamn ranch and we're 
goddamn working for him, and using our goddamn money 
to do it. What makes you think you can just go and take my 
goddamn money and spend it any goddamn way you like, 
you goddamn sonofabitch?" 


"| ain't sitting down to supper at the same table as you!" 
Calvin roared. "No more | won't. | done it for the last time. 
You can take your plate down to the bunkhouse and eat with 
your cowboy friends." 


"And | ain't gonna live in no miniature city! Me and Julia're 
moving out tonight." 


"Where to?" 
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to fall apart some, but I can get it fixed up easy." 
"That's my land!" 


"Half of it. I'll buy the rest from you for what you paid for it. 
You ain't made none o' your goddamn improvements there 
and you don't never go there anyways. 


It's all grazing land. That way | can keep my herd on the 
east side and won't hafta cross your lousy village every 
other week." 


"Your herd! That herd belongs to all of us." 


"Does it? When's the last time you grazed it? Did you ever 
stop counting your money and get up off your fat ass long 
enough to corral 'em or take 'em to the stockyards? 


And don't you go pretending it's you who pay the herders. 


We all chip in for that. I'll let Caleb and Caliban have a part 
o' the herd if they want it, but the rest is mine." 


"You ain't being fair, Calhoun," Darcie said. "We all depend 
on that herd to keep us alive. It puts food on the table, food 
that you and Julia and your kids have been eating for fifteen 
years, and you ain't never paid a penny for it." 


"I ain't breaking up Caladelphia," Calvin said. 


"No one has to break it up. We all got deeds to different 
parts of it already. All of 'em together is still Caladelphia, if it 
makes a difference to you. Nobody needs to know but us." 
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"You'll both feel different in the morning," Caliban said. 
"Ain't it a good thing we didn't call it Philadelphia?" 


Nobody laughed at his joke. 


That night the supper table was quieter than it had ever 
been. Caleb, who had been off working on the farm at the 
time of the fight, had no idea what was happening. 


"Somebody die?" he asked. 

"I'll explain tonight when it's bedtime," Caliban whispered. 
x kx OK OX 

Calhoun and his family remained in the house 


another two weeks while he made repairs to the Johnson 
place. "Hard thing's gonna be bringing in enough wood for 
winter," he told Julia. Calvin and Darcie were in the room, 
but Calhoun had taken to speaking to his wife as if they 
weren't there. 


"You can have your quarter of the pile," Darcie said. 


"What're you giving away our wood for?" Calvin said. "Now 
we're gonna hafta go cut down more." 


"And Calhoun'll hafta cut three times as much. 
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chop it down? No, the ranch hands did, and Calhoun pays 
his share of their wages, same as you." 


Darcie had also talked Calvin into selling his 


brother the Johnson place. "So he'll live as far from us as 
possible," Calvin grumbled. What irked him most was that 
Calhoun would own more land than he did, although the 
farm and buildings were on Calvin's property, so what he 
owned was probably five times the value of Calhoun's 
holdings. 


She had also convinced him to make furniture for them and 
sell it to them at cost. 


The night before they left, lying in bed, Julia said to her 
husband, "I wish you'd be nicer to Darcie. Can't you see she 
ain't against us?" 


* OK OOK OX 


The wagon was piled high with everything Julia and Calhoun 
owned. Calvin came out onto the porch and stood there, half 
scowling, half smirking, to relish the satisfaction of watching 
his brother leave. Calhoun ignored him. Julia and Darcie 
went into the kitchen to say goodbye in private. 


"I'm just gonna ask for one thing," Darcie said. 


"Don't go into town for Sunday church. Come here to be 
with us so's the whole county won't know we're feuding. 
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Maybe we can make Sunday lunch for the whole family a 
tradition. Wouldn't that be nice?" 


"Calhoun ain't gonna like it. He hates that church. 


Says it was the beginning of the end. We know it wasn't, 
don't we? It goes further back than that." 


"Older than the woodshed," Darcie said. 


"But I'll make him come on Sundays, Darcie. That's a 
promise." 


* OK OOK OX 


Despite the additions that had more than doubled the size 
of the original Caldwell ranch house, the two families and 
two single men —six adults and six children ranging from 
four to thirteen years old— had been living on top of one 
another. With nearly half of them gone, the house suddenly 
seemed empty and quiet. Not only did fewer people live 
there, but they were quieter than they had been before, 
especially Darcie, saddened to have Julia taken away from 
her. Caleb and Caliban also felt gloomy. 


"| s'pose you two are glad you'll finally be getting bedrooms 
of your own," Calvin said cheerfully. 


Caleb did not respond. He looked uncomfortable 

and let his gaze wander about the room. 
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as for me, | wanna go on sharing sleeping quarters with 'im 
if he don't mind. Now that the family's split up like this, right 
down the middle, me and Caleb in different rooms'd feel like 
another split-up, like we broke into little pieces. 


Wouldn't mind taking over Calhoun and Julia's old room, 
though. It's bigger." 


With its five bedrooms, one of them almost the size of 
Calvin and Darcie's front room, there was even more space 
in the Johnson house for Calhoun's family to spread out. The 
boys were ecstatic. They would each have their own room, 
and they had a whole house to horse around in without their 
girl cousins getting in the way. Julia thought the place felt 
lonely. Calhoun felt relieved that he no longer would have to 
see or deal with Calvin. When Julia spoke to him about the 
family getting together on Sundays, Calhoun swore he 
would not set foot in Calvin's church while he had breath in 
his body. 


"Our kids go to school there." 


"| don't mind its being a schoolhouse. | don't like its being a 
church." 


"Then I'll go with the boys and you can stay home or 
worship in town. | owe it to Darcie. We're both owing to her. 


Please, Calhoun. If you won't do it for her, then do it for me." 
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their families sit together. It was two more years before the 
men would agree to a family lunch Sundays after church for 
all four brothers, their wives, and the children. 
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5. 


The family fell apart after Calhoun moved to the Johnson 
house. Caleb said that if he and Caliban went on living at 
Calvin's it would seem they were siding with him against 
Calhoun. 


"If you set out on your own, people will think you're taking 
sides against me," Calvin said when Caleb told him their 
plans. 


"No, it will look like we're neutral. And | don't care what 
people think. | care about what Calhoun thinks." 


"So, you wanna build a house." 
"Yep, that's just what | was thinking." 


"Just for yourself?" 


"For me and Caliban." 


“Calhoun won't think Caliban's turned against him if he 
stays here." 


"Me and Caleb's sticking together," Caliban said. 
"Whose share you gonna build on?" 


"Caliban's. That way if | decide to get married, he'll have his 
house already built for ‘im. He can't do much carpentry 
work." 


"You thinking of getting married, Caleb?" 
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too." 


"I ain't gonna marry," Caliban said. "My leg gets a little 
worse every year, and | don't wanna be no burden to some 
woman." 


"I think you'd make any woman a wonderful 
husband," Darcie said. 


"A wonderful husband who can't support her and who she'd 
hafta take care of. No, | ain't getting married. 


Made up my mind about that long ago." 


* OK OOK OX 


"| don't think Caleb'll ever get married," Calvin told Darcie 
later. "He has too much fun being single." 


"But Caliban... | mean, don't a man need to have sex?" 


"He don't need to get married to have it. Look at Caleb. Or 
Calhoun, for that matter. He had to get married because he 
was having it. Besides, | ain't all that sure Caliban can give a 
woman what she needs." 


"fam. | seen when he was only thirteen, when he had the 
accident. Yours ain't no bigger." 


"It's big enough." 


"I ain't complaining. I'm just saying what Caliban's got is as 
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"It ain't, if you're that curious to know, but it ain't shrunk 
none neither." 


“How'd you know that?" 
"Caleb told me." 
“The things you men talk about!" 


"Anyways, | wasn't talking about ‘is... | was talking about 'is 
hip. Is it limber enough for 'im to move it right? 


...ard and fast and long enough? Won't it start hurting and 
make 'im hafta stop?" 


"Him and his wife will figure something out, lover-boy. Don't 
| sit on you and ride it sometimes?" 


Calvin was sulking; she had been hard on him. So she 
winked and said, "Wanna do it now?" 


* OK OOK OX 


Having told his brother everything he knew short of a 
hands-on demonstration, Caleb considered Caliban's pre- 
experience sexual education complete. They still talked 
about sex in their bedroom at night, because Caleb liked 
talking about it. On Caliban's sixteenth birthday, Caleb had 
told him it was time for him to have his first woman and said 
he would help him find a whore. Caliban refused. He said he 
wanted to do it on his own. A few months later, 140 
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Caleb asked if he had had sex yet. 
"Yeah, | done it." 

"You gonna tell me about 'er?" 


"Not her, them. And no, | won't. You know what it's like, and 
| remember you told me all men feel it the same. 


You expecting a blow by blow description, like | give you 
that time about beating my meat?" 


“Nah, just wanted to know if you was doing it." 
"Don't worry about me. | have a good time." 


Caleb had asked because he had no idea when 


Caliban could have been with women, if he really had been. 


On the other hand, his brother was not playing with himself 
as often as before. He heard him at it maybe once every 
three or four months, so he figured the kid must have found 
an outlet. It was none of his business, he knew that, but if 
Caliban refused to tell him about it, how could they talk 
about sex? All men liked talking about sex, didn't they? But 
when he and Caliban talked sex, it was different. It wasn't 
like bragging about it to other guys. It was special, a kind of 
bonding, and it made him feel close to his kid brother. 


* OK OOK OX 


Caliban's quarter was on the far side of the ranch from the 
Johnson house. Caleb built their house there the 141 
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following summer with the help of half a dozen ranch hands, 
using plans Caliban had drawn up. It was a small house, 
smaller than any Calvin had built for his married workers, 
but it had two bedrooms, one for each of them, because, as 
Caleb put it, "A house ain't a house if it got only one 
bedroom." 


It was unlike any of the single-story houses they used to 
build on the frontier in the mid-1890s. The floor was only six 
inches off the ground, and it had no porch. 


You took one step up through the front door and directly into 
the main room, a combination sitting room, dining room and 
kitchen, which stretched from one side of the house to the 
other and occupied the entire front half. The open kitchen 
area was recessed at the back, wedged between the two 


bedrooms. It contained a pot-bellied stove, a stone sink with 
a pump, in addition to the outdoor one in what became the 
front yard when they put up a fence, and a few cupboards 
and shelves. The ceiling over the bedrooms and kitchen 
area was lower, and formed an open loft accessible only 
from the main room, which Caliban could reach if the ladder 
was placed at not too steep an angle. 


There was a window in each bedroom and another near the 
front door. The bedrooms extended to the back of the 
house, farther than the kitchen. There were no closets, only 
pegs to hang their clothes. What one would have taken for 
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their closet doors led to the section behind the kitchen, a 
kind of indoor woodshed, cold pantry and coal bin, which 
they could also enter —and most often did— from behind 
the house. They had a shallow storm cellar under the rear of 
the house, with entrances outside and through a trap door 
in one of the bedrooms. 


For outbuildings, they had a carriage house for the wagon 
and the sled, with two stalls for the horses and a hayloft 
above it, another hayshed, and a tool and work shed, all 
well behind the house on the south side, uphill from the 
privy. The carriage house was nearly as big as the one they 
lived in. They also had chicken coops built right up against 
the house on the south side of the front room, so they were 
not right under Caliban's window. The following summer 
Caleb built a free-standing outdoor shower, with a plank 
floor and a chain you pulled to release a spray of water from 
a barrel fixed into a hoop on a frame above you. 


To fill it, you had to get the water from the pump in front 
and climb a ladder, which Caliban couldn't do, so it was 
seldom used. 


No improvements were ever made to the house, 


except after Nick came they enclosed the yard, but not the 
outbuildings, in a high plank fence they called the stockade. 


They said barbed wire was no good for keeping varmints 
away from the chickens, but the stockade proved no better. 
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It did, however, provide an excellent windbreak that 
protected the house from the iciest blasts and kept the yard 
clear of deep drifts in winter. They had to pump all their 
water by hand. However, they did have a cistern in back to 
collect rainwater. 


Over the years they would put on two new coats of paint, 
but otherwise the house was exactly the same when Caliban 
left twenty-eight years later as it had been the day he and 
Caleb moved in. After he left, it was abandoned and fell 
apart. The stockade and outbuildings were taken down and 
the planks used to build a cattle barn for Mr. Troilus 
Pardoner, the man who eventually came to own the land. 


The house stood alone and exposed more than ten miles out 
on the range and crumbled away. The fresh paint peeled off, 
the pump rusted shut, the window panes broke, the fence 
fell over, the roof sagged and eventually caved in, bringing 
one of the walls with it. Of Caliban's house not a stick 


remains, but the barn built with the lumber from the 
outbuildings still stands, weather-beaten and decaying. 


The house took less than a month to build, and they had 
sunk the well, but they had not yet built the privy and other 
outbuildings, and they needed furniture. Even if they had 
had furniture and all the rest, Caliban could not have lived 
there. He could not sit on a horse or walk the twelve miles 
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Caladelphia. It took most of the summer to build a dirt road 
so he could go by wagon, or horse-drawn sled when the 
snow was high in winter. They had planned to build a 
windmill pump like those at Calvin's and Calhoun's —and at 
Caleb's, too, when he got married and built his own house— 
but putting in a road was a more pressing priority, and for 
some reason they never got around to the windmill after 
they had moved in. 


Jaggers liked the new house because he was 


allowed inside it and got to run behind the wagon every day 
to and from the stables. He slept at the foot of Caliban's 
bed. Now that they had separate bedrooms, Caleb did not 
know whether his brother was masturbating a lot. They had 
grown accustomed to long chats before they fell asleep, so 
unless they had had a grueling workday, they generally sat 
in the main room talking late into the night before going to 
bed. No one came to drop in on them after they had showed 
everyone the house, and they went about inside causally, a 
lot of the time in their underwear, or naked on 


exceptionally hot days. They would even fetch water from 
the pump naked. 
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6. 

The house was so far from everything that one 


summer day they took Jaggers for a naked stroll on the 
prairie wearing only their boots. Half a mile from the house, 
they saw two people on horseback come over the rise about 
three-quarters of a mile to the north. Caleb turned and high- 
tailed it back to the house with Jaggers at his heels, but the 
best Caliban could manage was a limping half-lope, his 
penis and ball-sack hanging free and swinging between his 
legs as he hobbled swayingly from side to side. Clay and 
Jared, Calhoun's fifteen- and fourteen-year-old sons, 
overtook their twenty-two- -year-old buck naked uncle 
before he had made it halfway back. 


They circled round him, turned their horses back and reined 
them in, and sat in their saddles laughing. 


"Whatsamatter?" Caliban asked, blushing to his hairline and 
feeling like an idiot. "Ain't you never seen a naked man 
before?" 


"Plenty, we're in a house full of boys," Clay said. 


"Just ain't never seen one loping across the prairie. Even the 
Indians used to cover up, Pa says." 


"| thought you all got your own rooms. | can't remember 
ever seeing your pa or your Uncle Calvin naked. 
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Now me and Caleb, we were in a room together from when | 
was five, and my brothers all slept in the same room until 
your grandpa died." 


"Us three were all in the same room together sorta before 
we moved outta Uncle Calvin's place, and us and Zeke 
spend alot o' time at the swimming hole." 


"Which means you go running around the prairie in the raw 
too." 


“But we can hide our you-kKnow-whats in the water if anyone 
comes by. What if our ma'd 'a come riding with us and seen 
you without a stitch on?" 


If Julia had seen him, Caliban would probably have crawled 
into a hole and stayed there a week, but he made a show of 
nonchalance. "Your ma seen me when | was about your age, 
time | broke my hip." 


"Ma ain't seen me since | was three," Jared said proudly. 


"Did too," Clay said. "When we got the chicken pox. | was 
eight and you were six and a half." 


Faced with such damning and irrefutable evidence, Jared 
countered, "She saw alot more o' you than she did o' 


me on account o' where them pox was. She even put 
vinegar all over your wiener." 


"It wasn't vinegar; it was something else." 
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it burned something fierce. | remember how you used to 
holler." 


"You also remember how | beat you up for giggling at me 
hollering? | can do it again." 


Caleb trotted up with a pair of pants for Caliban. 


"You teasing your uncle?" he asked the boys. "Damned if | 
can see anything on 'im to tease about. Go ahead and drop 
your pants if you think you got something to brag about. | 
sure as hell don't." 


"| didn't mind the boys ribbing me, Caleb, but now you're 
really embarrassing me." 


"If you ain't embarrassed showing off your goods to the 
world, | think I'll just hang on to these here pants and bring 
‘em back to the house." 


"You may as well do just that. | can't get into 'em without 
taking off my boots, and for that I'd hafta sit on the ground 
and get my rear all dusty. Might hafta spend the rest of the 
day bending over the table so you can pull the nettles out of 
it." 


"Boys, think you could ride on home and borrow your ma's 
tweezers?" Caleb asked. Clay and Jared roared with 
laughter. 


Caleb frowned at them and put his hands on his 


hips. "What d'ya think is so damn funny? If you got anything 
that can match what your Uncle Caliban got, get 148 
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"| ain't ashamed o' my sausage," Clay said with a cocky air. 
He got off of his horse and pulled his pants down to his 
knees. Not to be outdone, Jared did, too. 


“Harrumph!" Caleb snorted. "Ain't no wonder nobody never 
catch you two gallivanting across the range without nothing 
on!" 


"Okay, we had our fun," Caliban said. "We can quit joking 
around. Why don't you three go on ahead and pour 
yourselves a cold glass of lemonade? l'Il catch up with you 
soon." 


Clay hitched up his pants and got on his horse. 


"You're safe to run around out here in your birthday suit all 
you want, Uncle Caliban," he said. "Ma can't ride this far out 
anyway. She got to stay home to nurse the baby." 


* OK OOK OX 


Julia had conceived her fourth and last child while the house 
was going up. It was due at the end of February. 


After Christmas, she asked Calhoun to ask Darcie to come 
stay with them the month before the baby came so she 
would be there to help with the delivery. 


"We can send for her when the time comes," 
Calhoun told her. 

149 

The City of Lovely Brothers 

Anel Viz 


"What if there's a blizzard? What if the pains come on 
suddenly and the baby comes before she gets here? 


What if there're complications?" 


"| don't wanna ask no favors of Calvin." The brothers rarely 
spoke to each other anymore unless it had something to do 
with the herd. 


Julia kept at him for two weeks until he gave in. 


Calvin told Darcie he didn't mind her going... "for Julia's 
Sake." 


"It ain't up to you whether I go or not," she snapped. 


"Why don't you make it up with Calhoun? Julia's baby would 
be a good excuse to do it." 


If Julia had had a girl Calvin might have made up with them, 
but the baby was a boy. Calvin couldn't bear to think that 
the empire he had built would go to Calhoun's children. 


They named the baby Jacob after the Billings doctor who 
had saved Caliban's leg. Caliban was touched and asked to 
stand as godfather for him. The baptism had to be put off 
until the end of April, because the snow cover was too thick 
that year for the pastor to come to the ranch. 


Caliban could not see enough of the baby, but to get to 
where they lived he had to drive to the village and then 
clear around the perimeter to the entrance of the former 
Johnson ranch. In winter he probably would not get to see it 
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at all. So, at the end of summer. he started pressuring 
Calvin to make it up with Calhoun. He would have pressured 
Calhoun instead if he saw him more often. 


Calvin refused to budge. Caliban argued with him with 
Darcie standing right there, but it made no difference. 


"| want you to do it, Calvin," Darcie said firmly. "If Calhoun 
ain't man enough to do it, you should. | miss Julia; | miss the 
kids. Julia's my only friend." 


“Julia's welcome to come whenever she pleases, and so're 
her kids. Calhoun can come too. | ain't stopping him. 


But | ain't gonna be friends with him no more, so quit 
bending my ear about something that ain't gonna happen." 


Darcie kept after him, however. She argued that 


Caladelphia was more than just a ranch; it was, or ought to 
be, a family. It was named after the brothers; they had 


always lived and worked together. Now Caleb and Caliban 
were living twelve miles away in one direction and Calhoun 
almost twenty miles away in the other, and there was no 
road between their houses as there was to Caleb and 
Caliban's. They may as well have had three different 
ranches, and in reality they did. The Caladelphia was only a 
single ranch on paper, if that. Caliban's and Caleb's portions 
on the west side were essentially unused open range where 
Calhoun sometimes grazed his cattle. He crossed into it on 
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jointly. If the hard feelings dividing him and his brother went 
on much longer, Calhoun would have the deeds to the old 
Johnson ranch and the quarter their father had left him 
redrawn and combine the two into one ranch belonging to 
him and Julia. Then it would be official. He would build his 
own barns and stables and hire his own workers. 


It would go further, too. In order to maintain their neutrality 
in what they were right to consider a pointless feud, Caleb 
and Caliban would combine their quarters into yet another 
ranch. Hadn't they moved away and built themselves a 
house after Calhoun went to live in the Johnson house? How 
often would they see each other once the two of them were 
running a ranch of their own? 


Calvin's holding would become a medium-size ranch 
between two larger ranches. 


It must have been her last argument that made 


Calvin relent. A week before Christmas Caliban came home 
from the stables all excited, bursting to tell Caleb the good 


news. 


"Calvin gave in. When he sees him at church in town on 
Christmas, he's gonna ask Calhoun to make peace. 


Darcie's making a big Christmas dinner for everyone to 
celebrate when we get back." 


"Yeah, | heard about that. You know why he's doing it, don't 
you? Darcie refused to sleep with him until 152 
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he did." 

Calvin and Calhoun made it up at Christmas and 


promised to put aside their grievances. But the end of the 
feud did not bring the family together, nor did things go 
back to how they had been before their argument. They 
lived in different houses, and the men only saw each other 
at work. 


Caliban was in a happy mood, driving home in the sled with 
Caleb after Christmas dinner. "Ain't it wonderful we're all 
friendly-like again?" he said. "Wasn't it great to see 'em 
Shake hands?" 


"Yeah," Caleb said. "They shook hands. They didn't hug." 
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7. 
Caliban was twenty-five; Caleb was thirty-eight. 


Caliban had seemed depressed for over a week, and Caleb 
was worried about him. In the middle of one of their late- 
night chats, he asked point blank what the matter was. 


"Ain't nothing the matter. Got a bit of a headache, that's all. 
Been working too hard. In fact, | think | oughtta turn in now." 


Caleb knew he was lying. He was even cutting short their 
talk in order not have to speak about it. Caleb lay in bed 
awake for half an hour, and then decided to walk right into 
Caliban's room and have it out with him. They made free of 
each other's rooms, and went into them even when the 
other wasn't there. They hardly ever knocked. 


When he put his hand on Caliban's doorknob, 


though, Caleb paused. What if his brother was feeling low 
because he wasn't getting any? What if he walked in on him 
beating off, and not under the covers, either! So he 
knocked. 


"Caliban, you up?" 

"Yeah, I'm up. Been having trouble sleeping lately. 
Another reason l'm tired all the time." 
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what's wrong," he said. "I thought you told me everything. 


If you can't sleep, there gotta be a reason for it." 
"| don't wanna talk about it now." 


"You are gonna talk about it now. | ain't getting off this here 
bed till you tell, and you ain't neither. I'm gonna sit here and 
you're gonna lay there until you do, even if we're here all 
tomorrow and the next day and skip out on our chores. Now, 
out with it!" 


"It ain't nothing much. At least, it ain't nothing you can help 
with. | been facing the facts. The hip's getting worse every 
year. How much longer will | be able to work the stables? Till 
I'm thirty? Yeah, maybe, if I'm lucky. | can't even climb up in 
the loft by myself no more." 


"Can't you think of no other kinda work to do?" 


"Yeah, | thought about it. | could become a schoolteacher. 
But it'd take me two years to get a certificate, and | can't do 
it here. | made up my mind that's what I'm gonna do, but | 
been putting it off. Working up the nerve to tell the others. 
Working up the nerve to tell you. You especially." 


"Would ya hafta be away two years?" 
"| think | could come back for the summer." 
"Where'd you go to get this certificate?" 


"| don't know. Some city somewhere. | thought maybe 
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earn a teaching certificate." 


"Could you do it in Laramie, where Callie is? That way you'd 
be with family, and you wouldn't feel so bad. 


Maybe | could come down and visit." 
Caliban suddenly cheered up, as if Caleb's 


suggestion had magic in it. "That's a great idea, Caleb! | bet 
| could get one in Laramie. Why didn't I think of that?" 


“Because you were too busy moping, | bet." 


Calvin said that if Caliban was going to learn a trade, he 
should learn something that would be useful for the ranch, 
like becoming a veterinarian. 


"You need a high school diploma to get in 


veterinary school, Calvin, and | ain't got one. And it takes 
four years to get a vet's license, not two. Anyways, being a 
horse doctor's hard work. | don't think | could do it with this 
hip." 


"Well, | don't know what we're gonna do with no 
schoolteacher. We got Miss Sachs, and she's happy to be 
here. | think she's sweet on that stable hand friend of 
yours." 


"Nick? Yeah, | think so too, but she's fifteen-sixteen years 
older'n him. The question is, is he sweet on her?" 


"Don't look like he is." 
"Then she ain't about to marry him, is she?" 
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* OK OOK OX 


Caleb wrote to Callie, and she made inquiries. 
There was a place to get a teaching certificate in Laramie. 


The course would begin September 1st. She could sign 
Caliban up for it right now. They had an extra bedroom he 
could stay in. Her children were growing up. Her oldest was 
married already and out of the house. 


The woman who ran the teachers' school had her 


doubts that Caliban could earn his certificate in two years, 
though he had passed all the entrance exams with flying 
colors. "You write well enough, Mr. Caldwell," she told him, 
"but dear Lord! your speech! You can't stand in front of a 
classroom full of children and say words like ain't and use 
double negatives." 


"I Know what's correct, but I've never tried making an effort 
to speak differently. | grew up talking as | do, so it's an 
ingrained habit. | do believe | can improve if | set my mind 
to it, however." 


"Well, that was perfect English. If you concentrate on how 
you say things for two years, it's not unlikely you'll be able 
to break those bad habits." 


By Christmas he was speaking like a schoolteacher or a big- 
city lawyer. 


Caliban soon discovered he learned more quickly 
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than the others in the program, but he liked going to school 
with people who already knew things, and he thought he 
would enjoy teaching. 


* OK OOK OX 


Callie was happy to see her brother again, now a grown 
man. Caliban had always been popular with 


everyone, and he got on well with Callie's family. He became 
fast friends with her husband, Robert. But he missed Caleb, 
and also Jaggers and his friend Nick, and they missed him. 
Jaggers was getting very old and might not live through the 
winter. There was no way he would live long enough for 
Caliban to earn his degree. 


Caliban sent Caleb a letter twice a month to tell him how 
things were going, and to Callie's surprise, Caleb always 
answered as soon as he received it. "You really are close, 
ain't you?" she said. "Like best friends." 


He wrote less often to Nick, only three letters 


during his first year in Laramie. Of course Nick was only one 
of his stable hands, and the other workers would have found 
it odd if the boss had written him more often. That they 
were fast friends was unusual enough. 


Callie fretted about her brother's hip. She had been relieved 
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from Billings that it had healed completely, but then it 
turned out it had not. When she saw him walk, she would 
Shake her head sadly and ask again, "You say it ain't grown 
at all since Doctor Brewster set it?" 


"No, and my thigh bone stopped growing when | was 
sixteen; the left not for another year and a half." 


"The limp ain't as bad as | thought." She was lying. 
It was worse, though not much worse. 


"Maybe not, but it ain't getting no... | mean, it isn't getting 
any better. Every year it hurts a little more and I can do a 
little less." 


They left it at that, but when she took Caliban 


shopping for respectable clothes —it would not do to go to 
the teacher training school in a work shirt, overalls and 
cowboy boots— her worry increased. 


Finding shirts and a vest and a hat and shoes that fit Caliban 
was easy, but it was impossible to find slacks that sat right 
around his waist. There would be no problems shortening 
the right leg half an inch, but all the salesmen agreed that 
the entire right side needed to be cut differently from the 
left; taking them in at the seat would not fix them. 


Callie had to take him to a tailor. 


Neither of them had foreseen that finding a pair of dress 
slacks would pose a problem. Caliban had always bought 
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or tightening his belt did the job for dungarees, and overalls 
just hung loosely on him. A good pair of slacks, however, 
had to fit properly. 


The tailor took the usual measurements and told 


them come back in two days for a fitting. The slacks he 
made were no better than what was available in the ready- 
to-wear shops. The tailor took Caliban to the fitting room to 
take his measurements again, this time with his pants off, 
and this time the tailor only basted the trial pair he made 
for him. They fit better, but not well enough, so back they 
went to the fitting room. Callie waited for close to half an 
hour while the tailor measured and re-measured every part 
of Caliban he could think of. "This time it will work," he said, 


"but I'm only going to make one pair so we can be sure. 


And when you wear them, always dress on the right." He 
had to explain what that meant. 


The slacks fit well, and the tailor made two more pair, but 
the next year Caliban thought they fit less well, and went 
back to the same tailor. The tailor felt and pulled at them in 
a few places, twisted them a wee bit to adjust how Caliban 
had put them on, and said that as far as he could see, they 
fit just fine. 


Walking home after Caliban's third fitting, which had taken 
over half an hour, Callie said, "There has to be more to that 
hip than we know. It's really got me worried. 
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I'd like to have a look at it." 

"You mean it, my bare hip with nothing covering it?" 
"And your leg, too." 

"I ain't thirteen no more, Callie. It wouldn't be decent." 
“Well, show it to Robert, then. It'll reassure me." 


"| don't mind showing it to Robert. But you'll have to tell 
him. I'm not going up to him and saying, 'Hey, Robert, you 
want to come in my room and watch me take off my 
pants?" 


* OK OOK OX 


Several incidents were to occur that made Caliban realize 
there were a number of men in Laramie who would have 
been more than happy to accept the offer. A man came up 
to Caliban's table at the café one afternoon and said, "Hello, 
pretty boy. Can | buy you a coffee or a sarsaparilla?" 


Caliban pointed out that he already had a cup of coffee and 
the waitress would refill it when it was empty. It startled him 
to hear a stranger call him "pretty boy", but lots of people 
called him 'handsome', men as well as women, so he 
ignored it. 
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"Mind if | sit here?" 


Caliban pointed to the empty chair with his hand, inviting 
him to sit. The man took his hand and shook it, holding on to 
it longer than a normal handshake. "My name's Texas," he 
said. 


"Cal." People always made some comment when he 
introduced himself as Caliban except at home or at the 
school, and just about all the men in Laramie had names 
one syllable long, so for as long as he stayed there he had 
taken to saying his name was Cal. 


Caliban had led a sheltered life on the ranch and was too 
naive to realize the man was hitting on him. The people at 
the other tables did, though, and watched the two of them 
from the corner of their eyes. 


Texas sat talking to Caliban while he ate his lunch. 


Caliban didn't say much, for the most part just answering 
his questions and nodding politely to acknowledge what he 
said and show he was listening. Then Texas put his hand on 
Caliban's knee. Caliban froze, and for fifteen seconds or so 
he didn't say a word. Then he said, quietly and firmly, 


"Please don't do that." 
Texas removed his hand, leaned into him and 


whispered, "I know. Folks can see us here. Why don't we go 
someplace else?" 


"No." 
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Texas stood up and shook hands again. "I'll be waiting 
outside," he said quietly. 


Everyone in café waited to see if Caliban would 


follow him. Caliban, mortified, just sat there, not moving, his 
half-eaten dessert in front of him. At last the man sitting at 
the table next to him said, "Why'd you just sit there and 
take it? How come you didn't punch him in the face?" 


Caliban answered by getting up from his chair and walking a 
few steps to show him his limp. 


The man understood. "If you can wait around till | finish my 
lunch, | can walk out with you, so he won't bother you if he's 
still there." 


“Thank you. I'm not used to that sort of thing happening to 
me." 


Caliban told Caleb about the incident in a letter. 


Caleb answered that it didn't surprise him. A guy as 
handsome as he was would attract the queers no less than 
the ladies. 


x x OK OK 
When Caliban showed his brother-in-law his hip, 


Robert must have thought it looked bad, because Callie 
urged him to see a doctor and eventually got him to go. The 
doctor said there was nothing to be done, but that in his 163 
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opinion, the hip would stay as it was or perhaps get a little 
worse in his old age. Caliban knew better. His condition had 
steadily worsened, too imperceptibly for others to notice, 
but if he compared what he could do now with what he had 
had little trouble doing the year before, the evidence was 
undeniable. He thought it hurt more, too, but he was 
accustomed to it hurting and could not be sure. 
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8. 

In April of his first year in Laramie, Caleb wrote to Caliban: 
I met a girl. Her names Amanda. | like her alot. 


She's very very pretty and real nice. I'll introduce you to her 
when you come home for summer. I think you'll like her. 
She's young too, younger then you. Anyway I'm courting 
her, if you know what I mean. | been thinking its about time 
| got married and settle down. Haven't made up my mind for 
sure though. Now dont you go stealing her from me or I'll 
whup your ass. 


PS: I'm courting her, | aint fucking her. She aint that kinda 
girl. Wouldn't marry her if she was would I? But I will if I 
marry her. Fuck her | mean. 


Caliban met Amanda when he returned for the 


summer. Caleb drove him into town to introduce them. 


Caliban liked her, but he imagined she must be somewhat of 
a wallflower. She was pretty enough in a flat-chested sort of 
way, quiet and unassuming, and very shy. It surprised him 
that she should have fallen in love with a man as boisterous 
and broad in his movements as Caleb, but she obviously 
had. 


Caleb asked him his opinion while they were 
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getting ready for bed. Caliban encouraged his brother to 
marry, but Caleb was far from ready to make up his mind. 


"When you marry a girl, it's forever," he said. 


"| think it's about time you thought seriously about forever, 
Caleb. There isn't much forever left for you." 


Amanda liked Caliban, too. As she told Caleb, 


"Your brother Caliban's so distinguished the way he dresses 
in his city clothes and talks all proper and grammatical. 


And he's so nice and friendly and considerate. You know, he 
even asked if it wouldn't be hard on me living way out on 
the prairie without no people around, me having grown up in 
town and all." 


"Caliban got used to it." 


"He said that, too, but he said it was on account of it 
reminded him o' when he could be out on the range with the 
cattle far away from everyone before he broke his hip. 


Ain't it a pity about that hip? Such a good-looking fella. | 
don't think | ever seen a man half so handsome!" 


“Now don't you go getting sweet on 'im. Remember who 
else is thinking o' marrying you." 


"| ain't forgot, Caleb," she said, taking his arm and laying 
her head on his shoulder, "but don't you agree he's pretty?" 


"Yeah, he's real pretty," Caleb said. 
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* OK OOK x 


Caliban took leave of Jaggers when he left at the end of 
August. He knew he would never see the dog again. 


In the middle of September, Caleb wrote: 


| proposed to Amanda & she said yes. We're gonna get 
married in june cause we're waiting for you to get your 
sertifikit and come home to have the wedding, but I'm 
gonna start building another room onto the house now in 
case we have kids right away. | mean like in 9 mos. | mean 9 
mos after the wedding not 9 mos from now. 


Tell Callie that if she wants to come we'd be pleased to have 
her. 


Me & Amanda want you to live with us in your room. You 
aint strong enuf to live alone and anyways I gotten used to 
you being around. If you wouldn't a gone away & left me 
alone here maybe I wouldn't a thunk about getting married. 
So its your fault ha ha. You living with us is ok with Amanda. 
| think she's sweet on you & that's ok so long as you 2 
behave yourself. 


Caliban answered: 


You go build a house for you and Amanda on your quarter of 
the land. A married man needs a house of his own. If you 
build it now it will be ready and waiting for you as soon as 
you're married. You can carry her over the 167 
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threshold into a house no one's ever lived in. It isn't October 
yet and won't snow for a while. Remember how you got ours 
put up in 3 weeks? 


Don't worry about me. I'll be fine. | can live on my own; I'm 
not an invalid. But I've been thinking that maybe I'll ask Nick 
if he wants to move in with me. You know he's my best 
friend after you, and he says the guys in the bunkhouse pick 
on him because he's friends with the boss. 


Caleb's next letter said that Jaggers had died. 


* OK OOK OX 


Calvin did not let on that he was none too happy with 
Caleb's plans to marry. He didn't want any more children to 
break up the ranch, and they would not be long in coming if 
Caleb screwed his wife as often as he used to go to the 


whorehouse. Amanda was young, too, and would be able to 
have a lot of them, unlike Darcie, who had dried up. When 
Caleb told him he meant to start building a house right 
away, he asked, "What about Caliban? You gonna leave him 
all alone out on the far end of the range?" 


"My building a house is his idea. | told him he was welcome 
to live with us. He says he's gonna ask Nick to move in with 
‘im." 


"The stable hand Nick?" 
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"Yeah. A real nice guy." 


"It don't seem right, the boss living with one of his hired 
hands." 


"| don't see nothing wrong with it. Look at Calhoun. 


He camps out with his cowpokes and stays with 'em in the 
bunkhouse in Billings when they drive 'em to the 
stockyards." 


"That's different. It ain't his house." 


At first Calvin didn't tell Darcie Caliban might be living with 
Nick. 


Except for the furniture, Caleb's house was ready to move 
into by November. He planned to spend the winter building 
tables and chairs and cupboards and a bed. He took 
Amanda to see it, and she fell in love with it. The house was 


little more than a two-bedroom cottage, but he had lavished 
care on it to make it comfortable and pretty for Amanda. It 
had slatted shutters and boxes for flowers outside the 
windowsills and a porch with a swing like the one he had 
broken apart to make a gurney for Caliban. He painted the 
house grey and pink, like the swing. 


* OK OOK OX 


A few days after Christmas, Calvin told Darcie at supper, "I 
fired Nick." 
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"What for? Something wrong with his work?" 
“Work's okay, | guess. | just don't like the look o' 
him." 

"You can't fire a man for that." 


"| got other reasons. | hear from Caleb that him and Caliban 
mean to live together after Caleb and Amanda's married. | 
don't like the idea of the boss living with one o' 


his stable hands. It ain't right." 


“That ain't a good enough reason. Seems like a good idea to 
me. Caliban can't live all by himself with that bum leg. He'll 
need somebody to help 'im with the heavy work." 


"He can come back and live here." 


"You know he won't do that. He likes that little house o' his. 
Anyways, it ain't your place to fire Nick. 


Caliban's in charge of the stables." 

"Not when he's gone he ain't." 

"It ain't up to you. You can fire anybody you want, except 
Nick. He's Caliban's friend. And you didn't hire him, Caliban 
did." 

"It's too late. | done it already." 

"He leave yet?" 


"New Year's." 


"Then it ain't too late. You go and tell him you changed your 
mind, or I'll do it for you. Just see if | don't! 


And if | hafta do it, I'm upping his pay a whole dollar." 
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* OK OK OX 


Nick wrote Caliban that Calvin had fired him and Darcie had 
hired him straight back. Caliban was certain Nick must have 
made some mistake that put the horses in danger, but 
couldn't imagine what it might have been. 
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Caliban had hired Nick two years before he went to Laramie. 
He had been raised on a ranch and had a lot of experience 
with horses. He worked well with them, and they liked him, 
and he rode better at nineteen than Calhoun, who was 
thirty-two. He was very attentive to Caliban. He was quick to 
come to his aid when he saw he was having trouble doing 
something because of his hip, and he spent a lot of time 
talking to him when they were working in the stables. 
Caliban thought he said interesting things and had a lot to 
teach him about horses, although Caliban had worked with 
them all his life. 


Saturday night was bath night at the bunkhouse. 


Before the men had dinner, they brought in two large metal 
tubs from the storage shed, boiled up a big soup kettle of 
water, and had their baths. Caliban used to bathe with them 
when he was first put in charge of stables because he liked 
doing everything with the men he worked with. He did not 
mind them seeing his hip. It showed them why there were 
some things he could not do and why he sometimes had to 
stop in the middle of something he was working on and 
have one of the men do it for him before he could go on. 


Calvin said it was undignified for the boss to wash up with 
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the men who worked for him, so after that Caliban had his 
bath behind the partition attached to the back of the house, 


and in winter he and Caleb brought a tub into their room. 


But Caliban still went with the men after work on Saturday 
and sat around talking with them while they washed up. 


Nick would come over sometimes and strike up a 


conversation with Caliban while toweling off after his bath, 
and if the conversation turned interesting, he would sit 
down next to him and finish before he went to put on his 
clothes. 


The other stable hands teased Nick and said he was sucking 
up to the boss. 


"| ain't sucking up," he told them. "I really, really like the 
guy. Don't you like him?" 


"Sure we like him. Everyone likes Caliban. But he's still the 
boss." 


Caliban was happy for Nick's friendship. He was 
always glad to have a friend. 


* OK OOK OX 


Nick said it was a shame Caliban was not able to ride. He 
asked if maybe he could sit sidesaddle. "It bother you that 
that's how some ladies do it?" he asked. 
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ride like that too. Tried it once. Had trouble getting my leg 
around the top pommel, and I wasn't so stiff then. And if | 
went any faster'n a walk, | got bumped around too much." 


"How would it be if | get up in the saddle and you sit in front 
of me facing to the side? You think that would work?" 


"We could give it a try, but it sounds like I'd fall off." 
"I'll hold on to you." 


Getting him into the saddle was not easy. Caliban could not 
mount by himself, so Nick had to get down, lift him onto it, 
and then get back behind him. He had to slide forward 
underneath Caliban's rear end to get him half onto his lap. 


The stable hands applauded, and the children came out to 
see what was going on. Darcie came onto the porch wearing 
her apron and broke into a broad smile. 


"Now, you hold the reins and I'll hold you steady," 
Nick said. "How long's it been since you rode?" 

"Ten years, about." 

"But you ain't forgot how to steer a horse, have you?" 
"I don't think so." 

"Good. Let's go for a ride." 

"Not too fast, okay?" 

174 


The City of Lovely Brothers 


Anel Viz 
They rode out toward the Johnson house. Nick 


quickened the pace to a trot, but it bounced Caliban up and 
down. "My hip can't take this," he said. 


"Then we'll try a lope. It's smoother." 


They broke into a lope. Caliban found it easier on his hip 
than a walk. He started laughing. "I can't remember having 
this much fun in ages!" 


"Afraid you'll fall off?" 


"Not with you holding me. You hold me real tight and gentle, 
like cradling a baby." 


"You like how it feels?" 

"Yeah. It feels nice." 

They passed Calhoun on his horse next to the herd. 
He waved and yelled out, "Good going, baby brother!" 


Then he said something else they couldn't hear. They 
doubled around and asked him what he had said. 


"I said, 'Go show Julia. She'll get a kick out of it.'" 


"That's where we were headed." And they took off at a lope 
in the direction of the house. 


They rode for over an hour. Then Caliban said, 


“That's enough," and they turned back to the stables. On 
the way, Nick asked, "Wanna do it again?" 


"Do | ever!" 

"Like tomorrow?" 
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stiffening up." 

"It'll get used to it." 


"It won't. | know my hip. It'll need a few days to stretch out 
and loosen up." 


"Once a week, then?" 
"Yeah, once a week would be great." 


Calhoun knew Nick was the best rider on the ranch and 
asked him to come on the cattle drive as a wrangler. 


Nick refused, saying he didn't much care for cattle. He 
would stay at the stables with Caliban. 


Calhoun thought it odd that he added "with 


Caliban." 


* OK OK OX 


Early in winter, after the first big snow —it lay about a foot 
deep on the ground— one of the mares was ready to foal. 
For a week Caliban spent every night in the stable, thinking 
it might be her time. Jaggers stayed there with him. One 
night he went to the mess hall while the ranch hands were 


eating supper and said, "I'm about near certain it's gonna 
be tonight. Anybody wanna stay up with me to assist? | 
have a feeling it's gonna be a difficult delivery." 


As he had expected, Nick volunteered. 
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The mare went into labor around midnight. It went smoothly 
for a first time, and she had her foal in not much more than 
an hour. 


"A stallion!" Caliban said. "And a beaut." 


He sat back against the wall of her stall next to Nick. Nick 
had his arms out to the side, so when Caliban sat down, he 
found himself leaning against one of them. 


"You ain't driving all the way to your place in the middle of 
the night, are you?" Nick asked. 


"Ain't got much of a choice. There ain't no free beds in the 
bunkhouse, and | don't wanna wake up Calvin and Darcie." 


"You could sleep in the hayloft." 
"Can't climb up there. Slats're too wide." 


"I'll give you a boost halfway, then climb up and hoist you 
up after me. You can get down by yourself?" 


"That's easy." 


“Then what're we waiting for?" 


They stood up, and Nick put his hands on Caliban's waist to 
boost him. Caliban winced. "Sorry. Your hip, ain't it? I'll hold 
you up higher, at the bottom of the rib cage." 


He put his hands on Caliban's ribs. Caliban flexed his left 
knee to jump, but Nick didn't make a move to lift him. 
Instead, he said in a quiet voice, "You're like me, ain't ya." 
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"You mean how we both like horses?" 
“| mean how we both like guys." 
"Like guys how?" 


"How d'ya think? In the way other guys don't think we 
Should like 'em. Am I right?" 


Caliban caught his breath, and after a few seconds' 
pause, he whispered, "Yeah. How'd you know?" 


"Just a feeling | had. Nobody can tell. They can't tell about 
me, neither. But now you know. We know." 


"And?" 
"You wanna have sex with me in the loft?" 
"| don't know. It don't seem right." 


"Feels right, though, don't it? Or ain't you never done it?" 


"This 'd be my first time." 
"Don't say that. Say it will be your first time." 


"I don't know what to do. | Know what to do if you was a girl. 
Caleb told me everything about that." 


"I'll show you. / know what to do. | done it lots o' 
times. I'm sure you'll love it. Will you?" 


Caliban wanted it. He wanted it more than anything in the 
world, more than he had wanted to ride with him on a horse. 
But he was afraid to say so. 


"Will you?" Nick repeated, and Caliban nodded. 


"Then up we go!" Before Caliban could flex his knee, Nick 
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had lifted him so high he could put his foot on top of the 
second slat, a third of the way. Then Nick clambered up into 
the loft, reached down his arm, grabbed Caliban by the 
wrist, and pulled him up the rest of the way. 


The loft was dark. They had left the lantern hanging outside 
the stall. "Whatta we do first?" Caliban asked. 


"Same thing what you do with a girl. We kiss. Or didn't your 
brother tell you that?" 


They kissed. Caliban began it as a pucker, but their mouths 
opened and their tongues swirled around each other. He 
went limp in his friend's arms, but his arms clung tightly 


around Nick's back. Their cocks were pressing hard on each 
other. Caliban's was leaking. He felt his heart as a painful 
lump deep in his chest that slowly melted as it was sucked 
into Nick, and his own body felt as though it was drinking 
Nick's essence. 


When their lips parted, Nick said, "Well, somebody taught 
you how to kiss!" 


"You did, just now." 
"You say you ain't done anything? Have you 
imagined doing things?" 


"Always. Mostly things with my hands, but... This is gonna 
sound really stupid." 


"Tell me." 

"Things with my eyes, too." 
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"It don't sound stupid. | know exactly what you mean." 
"And | imagine tastes, but..." 

"But?" 

"Mostly | imagine things being done to me." 


“That's what most guys like us imagine. I'll do 'em to you, 
and you Say if I'm good at it like you imagined." 


Nick took three blankets that were hanging over a rail in the 
loft. He placed one over the hay and the others to the side. 
Then he began to unbutton Caliban's shirt, kissing the skin 
he exposed. "Are you cold?" 


"| got the chills, but it's your tongue that's giving them to 
me." 


"We'll be under the blankets soon." 

"| wasn't kidding. It really is your tongue." 

But he had started to undo Caliban's belt. "Damn. 
Forgot about the boots." 


Nick took off the boots. Caliban had to hold his shoulders for 
balance when he took off the left. 


Nick was on his knees now, and he did not stand up. 


He unbuttoned Caliban's dungarees and, pulling, inched 
them down his leg. The pubic hair came in view, then the 
base of his cock, more of it, and it sprang free, blushing pink 
and engorged with blood. When the dungarees were around 
Caliban's ankles, Nick said, "You are beautiful." 
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"Stop making fun of me. I'm all twisted." 


"| wasn't talking about your hip. I'll say it different: /tis 
beautiful." 


He put his lips to Caliban's cock and drew it deep into his 
mouth, running his tongue along the base of the shaft and 
around the head. 


Caliban sighed. "Yeah, | imagined 'em doing that, but it 
didn't feel this good when | imagined it." 


Nick pulled back, gasping for air. "You... are... 


big!" Then he rose to his feet, picked Caliban up in his arms, 
lay him on the blanket, and covered him with the other two; 
then he stood back up. "I want to see you," 


Caliban said. 
"Here lam!" 
"| meant—" 


"I Know what you meant. | was about to do it. Can't you wait 
even a minute? Greedy!" 


"I can wait. Do it real, real slow, so | always wanna see 
more." 


"I'll freeze!" Nick joked, but he undressed with measured 
slowness, and as each part of him in turn unveiled itself to 
Caliban, Caliban's eyes grew wider in awed anticipation of 
the union of that body with his own. 


Nick slipped under the blankets. They held each 


other in their arms and replayed their first kiss many, many 
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times while their hands explored and caressed. 
Then Nick disappeared under the blankets. He 


licked Caliban's balls and between his legs. He ran his 
fingers over every fraction of an inch of his penis. He didn't 
have to pull back his foreskin; Caliban's cock was hard and 
stretched to its limit. Nick held the shaft between two 
fingers and moved it up, down, to one side, to the other, as 
if studying it, though it must have been dark under the 
blanket, too dark for him to see. Then he returned to licking, 
while Caliban, moaning, dug his fingers into Nick's hair. 
Nick's tongue slid lower, reaching into the cleft between 
Caliban's buttocks. His mouth licked its way back to the 
cock-head, and he lowered his face onto it as his mouth 
glided down around it to the base. While he was slowly 
sucking it into the back of his throat, he wet a finger and 
gently corkscrewed it into Caliban's hole, and while his head 
moved up and down over Caliban's shaft, he 


massaged the little glowing kernel that radiated heat 
throughout Caliban's body like molten gold. 


Caliban came soon. His pelvis bucked 


uncontrollably, and with each buck he felt a slight twinge in 
his bad hip, but far away, as if it wasn't his body, his every 
nerve drowning in the intensity of his orgasm. 


Nick came off his cock and slipped the finger out of his ass. 
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tiny kisses around his belly, then laid his head on it and 
gently stroked Caliban's side down his leg, across his pubic 
mound, and over his penis, still engorged but no longer iron 
hard. Caliban was remembering things his brother had told 
him, and thinking, Now I know what it must feel like to girls, 
an orgasm that takes over your whole body. 


He asked Nick, "Can I Suck you now? Can | find out what you 
taste like?" 


"Yeah, give it a try. See how it feels to suck on a prick. But 
you may not get to taste my cream this time, unless... But 
there'll be a next time, won't there?" 

"Oh, yes... yes." 


"You ain't sorry | talked you into this?" 


"You didn't talk me into nothing. | just took my time figuring 
out if | wanted to say yes." 


"Cause there's something else | wanna do." 
"I know. Am I supposed to get on my hands and knees?" 


"Get so it's comfortable for you. | can do it with you on your 
side." 


"The left? It hurts to lie on my right." 

"Right, left, it's all the same. Your hole's in the middle." 
"Is it gonna hurt?" 

"D'ya think it'll hurt?" 
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"You're right: it might. Sometimes it hurts, and sometimes it 
don't. When you're used to somebody, and you know how to 
do 'im or how he does it to you, you both kinda relax and it 
goes real easy. When some guys do it to you, it hurts all the 
time." 


"All this ain't relaxing me. How bad can it hurt?" 


"Remember when you told me how bad it hurt when the doc 
broke your hip for the second time? Well, it never hurts that 
bad." 


"You trying to scare me?" 

"No, honey, I'm just teasing. | ain't gonna hurt you. 
If it starts to hurt, even a little, you tell me and I'll..." 
"You'll... You'll what? Stop?" 


"No, I'll go slower. It takes a little time to stretch a guy out. 
Same as your hip, | guess." 


"You're always talking about my hip. It's distracting you." 


" You're always talking about your hip. I'm making jokes 
about it to show you it don't matter none." 


"Well, let's get it over with." 


"No, honey. I'm gonna make it last real long so it feels real 
good. It gets better as the good feeling grows inside you. | 


had a finger in there already. I'm gonna stick it back in and 
press it to this side and that side and back to 184 
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this side... Feel okay?" 

"Yeah, not so bad like when | broke my hip." 
"Wisecracker. My prick is bigger." 

"Than mine?" 


"Don't | wish! Bigger'n my finger. And when | put it in you, 
it's gonna feel... Can you guess?" 


"Big." 
"And what else?" 
"Different." 

"Bingo!" 

"You're making me laugh!" 
"You ain't scared no more?" 
"No." 


"Now breathe slow, in the back of your mouth, with your 
throat wide open." 


"Why?" 


"Cause when you're open at one end, you open up on the 
other." 


"You're still trying to get me to laugh." 
"No, it's the God-honest truth." 
Nick's way of teaching was very different from 


Caleb's. No lectures, no interrogations; just putting him at 
ease and talking him through it. And it didn't hurt. But it 
sure felt different. And it did get better, and better, and 
better, until Caliban felt darts of ecstasy shooting out from 
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a spot inside him that seemed glued to his insides between 
the base of his spine and his balls, and his whole body was 
crying out for more, and Nick put his hand over his mouth 
and said he was scaring the horses, and Nick was kissing his 
neck, and Caliban felt his muscles tighten, and down behind 
he was strangling Nick's prick inside him, and the prick was 
throbbing, and he came, or Nick came, and he couldn't tell 
which one of them had... and it was both. 


They lay there panting on their sides, Nick behind him, his 
penis gradually shrinking inside his lover until it popped out. 
They lay still a while. Caliban realized he had been crying, 
and that he had been crying because he was happy. 


"Are you gonna want me doing that to you too?" he asked 
Nick. 


"You better, but not tonight. We gotta get some sleep, and 
we don't want the guys finding us up here naked. 


We'll take the blankets down with us and catch a few winks 
outside her stall." 


* OK OK OX 


A stable hand found them asleep on either side of the stall a 
half an hour before dawn, each wrapped in his own blanket. 
Nick rubbed his eyes and sat up. "You sore, 186 
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The lantern the stable hand was carrying did not shed 
enough light for him to see that Caliban blushed to the roots 
of his hair. Nick noticed his embarrassment and added, "It 
must be hard on your hip, sleeping on the ground." 


"Yeah, | guess | am a little stiff," Caliban said. 


Nick gave Caliban a hand up. "I gotta take a piss before | 
wet myself," he said. 


Caliban followed him outside, and they relieved 


themselves on the wall of the barn. Nick glanced at the flow 
of urine Caliban was releasing and said under his breath, "A 
little stiff, you call that thing! Ha! Sure you ain't sore?" 


"No, my ass feels just fine." 


“That's good. Sometimes you don't realize you're getting 
sore 'cause it feels so damn good." 


"It'd be worth it if | was sorer 'n hell." 


"If you feel up to sitting in front o' me in the saddle, I'll ride 
you home." 


"And the sled?" 
“Caleb can bring it back when he gets off work." 
"Yeah, I'd like to ride home with you." 


Nick got his horse from its stall and put on the saddle. 
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night," he told the stable hand. "I'm gonna ride 'im back to 
his place. We better take a couple o' them blankets. It's cold 
out." 


The sky was light grey with the first light of 


morning when they set out, each with a blanket around his 
shoulders. The horse moved slowly through the snow, lifting 
its legs high. It would take over two hours to reach Caliban's 
house. As soon as they had passed the last house, Nick 
lifted Caliban, slid forward in the saddle, and sat him on this 
lap. Then he wrapped the two blankets around both of them 
and put his arms around him. Caliban leaned back into Nick 
and rested his head against his chest. "I wish you were 
riding me, all the way home," he whispered. 


Nick kissed him. "This is how | woulda wanted to sleep after 
what we done, up close tight to you, only naked." 


"D'ya think we'll be able to?" 


"Maybe, sometimes." 


"You know how | feel? Complete. Like a whole part o' me 
was missing, and now | found it. | been wanting to do ita 
long time, but it was just wanting. | didn't realize | felt 
empty." 


Nick unbuttoned Caliban's fly and slipped his hand under his 
long johns. "You're nice and warm between your legs. | bet 
my hand's cold, though." 
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"Yeah, it's like ice, but it'll warm up quick enough. 
Keep it there." 

"Happy, Cal? Do you mind if | call you Cal?" 


"Call me Cal, Nick. | like you to have a special name for me 
no one else calls me by. And I'm very happy." 


"Me too. | had sex with guys before, alot o' guys, but I ain't 
never felt this close to none o' them. | want you more'n 
ever. We gotta grab every chance we get, but we gotta be 
careful, too." 


"Maybe when you take me for my weekly ride." 


"You're riding me now. Can't ya feel it?" Caliban nodded. 
"And even out on the range you never know who's gonna 
come by, and it ain't gonna give us all the time we want." 


They rode across the silent, empty range, Caliban clinging 
to Nick, as the sun rose. The day grew light between a grey 
sky and the lustrous white snow that blanketed the earth, 
the only sounds the crunch of their horse's hooves and 
Caliban's quiet whimpering as Nick gently masturbated him. 
When he came in Nick's hand, Nick brought it to his mouth 
for him to taste. 


When they arrived at the house, they found Caleb up and 
cooking his breakfast. "Did she foal?" he asked. 


"Yeah, but me and Nick was up more'n half the night. | ain't 
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"No problem. He can have my bed. You fellas hungry? I can 
throw in a couple more eggs." 


Caliban and Nick sat down at the table, and the 


three ate breakfast together. Only Caleb was in a talkative 
mood; the other two said next to nothing. "You boys really 
are wore out, ain't you?" he remarked. 


After Caleb left, Caliban said, "Go look if his bed's unmade, 
and mess it up some if it ain't." 


Caleb had left his sheets and quilt in a jumble. They went 
into Caliban's room and made love. This time Caliban took 
the active role and did so with as much confidence and 
authority as he had been submissive in the loft. It surprised 
them both how limber his hip could be for that particular 


activity. It seemed to Nick, who had never taken anyone that 
big, that getting fucked had never felt so good, and his 
vocalizations were louder and more prolonged than 
Caliban's the night before. After Caliban came, he said, 


“Jesus Christ, Cal! It feels like I'm the one who lost my 
virginity." 


"Did | hurt you?" 
"Nah, | just never felt this stretched out before. 
Whattaya like best, fucking or getting fucked?" 


"I like 'em both. Getting fucked is more exciting, but | felt 
more love inside me when | was fucking you." 
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"Yeah, | feel the same." 

They could not risk falling asleep until after 


nightfall and Caleb finding them together, so Nick kissed 
Caliban a short goodbye and lay down on Caleb's bed in his 
clothes to sleep, the doors to both bedrooms closed. 


* OK OOK OX 


Caliban's hip would not let him ride more than once a week, 
unless he was riding Nick, but they could not always find a 
place where he could ride it, though he would have liked to 
ride it all the time and would have let Nick ride him as often 
as he wanted to. It was all so easy when they were alone 


together. What was difficult was finding a time and place to 
be alone together; and then Caliban left the ranch for two 
years, and they only saw each other in summer. 


As for Nick, until they were living together and he was 
getting it every night, every time Caliban took him seemed 
like a deflowering. He felt the presence of Caliban's penis 
below for several days and could feel it thrusting into him 
when his horse bounced him in the saddle. If people noticed 
that he was walking funny, however, the reason for it never 
crossed their minds, since all cowboys are a bit bowlegged. 
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10. 


In Laramie, Caliban missed Caleb and Jaggers. And he 
missed Nick. In a sense he missed all three equally. The 
absence of any one of them made him feel lonely. But the 
loneliness he felt for his dog and his brother was a kind of 
nostalgia. His loneliness for Nick he felt as an unbearable 
ache. 


Nick missed Caliban more. Caliban's studies and 


living as part of a family in a lively city kept him busy and 
his mind occupied. Nick was busy, too, and worked hard, but 


for him work was a routine, and he had no close friends at 
the ranch besides Caliban. Only once, however, did he 
express his feelings in a letter. Toward the end of May of 
Caliban's first year in Laramie, he wrote: 


Your coming back in a month. | cant wait to see you. | cant 
say how lonely I been. | lie up thinking about you at night 
and I cant fall asleep and when I do I dream about you. It 
aint having sex I miss. We aint had it that often, maybe five 
or six times in two years and I dont see how that's gonna 
change. | miss you as a friend. OK, | miss the sex too. Dont 
you? | think the hardest thing when you get back is going to 
be not hugging you so tight and not wanting to let go, but 
we cant let nobody see that, can we? 
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Sometimes | wish the whole world knew about us since just 
being with you makes me so happy it hurts keeping it 
bottled up inside me and | feel like | gotta tell it to everone | 
see. 


Nick's estimate of how often they had made love is 
accurate. It is no estimate, of course; both of them must 
have kept count. They made love only once the summer 
between Caliban's two years in Laramie. Finding an 
opportunity for two men to make love on a populous and 
closely knit ranch in eastern Montana was no easy matter at 
the turn of the last century. A quick grope on the sly they 
could have managed, and probably did, and a pat on the 
butt they would not have had to hide if they did not do it too 
often. A hasty blowjob in some obscure corner or behind a 
building would not have been impossible either, nor even a 


cursory pull-down-your-pants-and-bend-over fuck—"Wham, 
bam! Thank you, man." But not real lovemaking, which was 
what they longed for. 


So it is evident how living together must have 


changed their lives entirely. They would sleep in the same 
bed almost every night for the next thirty-one years, and 
they made love on most of them. We can imagine how 
eagerly they looked forward to Caliban coming home and 
Caleb getting married so Nick could have his room—that is, 
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their letters do not mention it. 


* OK OOK OX 


If Caliban left for the ranch right after graduation, he would 
arrive a few days before the wedding. A couple of days 
before he took the stage, he got a letter from Caleb laying 
out his plans for the wedding and how he would start out 
married life. It was the longest and most detailed letter he 
had ever written — three sheets of paper. He was obviously 
excited about getting married. He had already moved into 
the new house. He said he got it up and all furnished a lot 
sooner than he thought it would take him. 


He told him for the fourth time that he had painted it grey 
and pink, like Calhoun and Julia's old swing that Calvin had 
built for the kids, and how he had sunk the well right beside 
the house, and the pump was over the kitchen sink, like the 
one Calvin had had installed for Darcie the year before 
Hester was born. Everything was ready. Amanda would 


come live at the ranch a week before the wedding to move 
all her things into their new house and set it up the way she 
liked it, and then would stay at the Johnson house with 
Calhoun, Julia and their boys until they were man and wife. 
Clay and Jared would share a bedroom for a week. 


Then he, Caleb, was going to move all his belongings to the 
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new house and live there two or three days " so as when I 
bring her home it'll be to a house that's already mine." He 
was leaving the cookware, plates, bedding and the tools for 
Caliban, " cause me and Amanda bought evrything new." 


Caliban showed his sister Caleb's letter and asked, 


"Won't you change your mind and come for the wedding, 
Callie? Caleb's moved already; his room will be empty. 


You can stay a few days with me, and I can return your 
hospitality." 


"Ain't your friend Nick moving in?" 


"Not before the wedding, | think. You can stay for the 
wedding and go back to Laramie the day after." 


"Well, | s'pose... Sure. For Caleb's wedding, since he's my 
twin." 


* OK OOK OX 


When the stage dropped them off in town, they 


hired a shay for a week and drove to the ranch. They 
stopped by the main house to say hello before going on to 
Caliban's. Only Darcie, Julia and Amanda were there. "It's 
nice seeing you again, Darcie, and you, too, Julia, under 
happier circumstances," Callie said. "We'll go unpack now 
and then rest up for what's lefta the day. It was a long trip in 
the stage, and we're all tired out. I'll be staying with 196 
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"But..." Darcie began, "but we got a room for you here, 
Callie. You won't be in nobody's way." 


“Caliban wants to return my hospitality." 

"Well, if you're sure that's where you wanna stay. 
You two'll come back for supper, | hope." 
"Course we will." 


When they got to Caliban's, they saw a horse tied up in front 
of the house and a grey and black puppy lying curled up in 
the sun next to the pump. It wagged its tail and came over 
to be petted. 


Callie asked her brother if he knew whose horse it was. 


"It's Nick's. He must have stopped by to drop off a few of his 
things. Come inside and meet the best friend I've ever had." 


Nick was in the kitchen. He had moved in two days ago. On 
the table was a little box wrapped in pretty paper. 


Caliban introduced Nick to his sister. "Maybe I oughtta take 
that free room at Darcie's," Callie said. 


“That won't be necessary. Nick and | can bunk together for a 
few days. | didn't think you'd have moved in this soon, 
Nick." 


"No, | really think it'd be better if | went to Darcie's." 
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“Well, we ought to rest up first. We don't have to turn back 
right away since we're going there for supper." 


Nick was put out he had brought Callie, but his first 
impression of her was favorable in spite of it, so he hid his 
feelings. Her smile made it clear she wanted to like him, and 
she had called Calvin's house Darcie's and had offered to 
stay there. 


"| s'pose that's a wedding gift for Caleb," Callie said, 
pointing to the box on the table. 


Nick looked embarrassed. "Well, no, actually. It's for Cal, to 
celebrate our new living situation. One o' them. | guess 
you're already acquainted with Jaggers Jr. What I'm giving 
Caleb and Amanda's in my room, Caleb's old room. 


| ain't wrapped it yet." 
"Should | open mine now?" Caliban asked. 


Callie saw Nick's embarrassment. "No. You should wait till 
you're back from supper and open it then, when you're 


alone together. Nick bought it in honor o' him coming to live 
with you." 


"| bought you a gift too, Nick. It's in my bag, but I didn't 
wrap it." 


The three stood at the table looking at each other. 


Every few seconds, Nick would glance nervously at the box. 
After an uncomfortable silence, Callie said, "Look, | don't 
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it. But if | am right, | hope you two will be very, very 
careful." 


The men did not answer her, not with so much as a nod. 
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11. 


At five o'clock, Callie and Caliban drove the shay to the 
main house for supper. Nick had not been invited. 


Before they left, he said, "I been thinking you oughtta stay 
here, Callie." 


"Why?" 


"Well, if you change your mind now and stay with Darcie, 
the others might think what you're thinking." 


"You're right, Nick. I'll stay here." 


Then Nick went to the kitchen and fried the pork chops he 
had bought for his and Caliban's first supper together. 


That night, when they were getting ready for bed in 
Caliban's room, Nick asked, "Are you going to show me my 
present now?" 


"No, I'll wait till you give me mine after Callie goes home. 
I'm really sorry about this Nick. It's awkward for all of us." 


"It ain't your fault. | don't hold it against your sister, neither. 
Callie's being real understanding." 


They got into bed. "We can't do what | thought we were 
going to on our first night living together," Caliban said, "not 
with Callie in the next room." 
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"I know. It's enough sleeping all night naked in the same bed 
next to you. We never done that before. Thing is, what're we 
gonna do instead? And | don't mean instead o' 


Sleep." 
"We can talk. Get to know each other." 


“Don't we know each other already?" 


"| don't know much about you. You've never told me about 
your family. | want to know, since we'll be living together as 
man and wife." 


"Man and wife? Which is which?" 


"We're both both. | said 'man and wife’ because | don't know 
what else to call it." He nuzzled into Nick's armpit and put 
his hand on his penis. "You're hard as iron. 


Me too." 


"You don't hafta tell me. | feel you on my leg. We'll be ready 
to explode by the time Callie leaves." 


"Are you going to tell me about yourself? | Know you grew 
up on a ranch. Did your folks own it?" 


Nick's father had worked for the owner of a large ranch in 
southwest Nebraska. There were more ranch hands than at 
Caladelphia, but it didn't have the amenities Calvin had 
built. Only a couple of the men who worked there were 
married, and they all lived in a three-story bunkhouse with a 
large dormitory on each floor. Nick and his parents lived in a 
Shack built onto the bunkhouse. His mother did the 201 
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cooking for the workers, who considered themselves lucky 
to have a woman to cook for them. He also had two younger 
sisters. 


"Have you heard from any of them since you left?" 


"No, | just left. Got on my horse one night and went away 
forever. Didn't tell them | was going. I run away at fifteen." 


"Why?" 


"Cause | knew my pa would find out about me soon, and 
he'd kill me when he did. | hadn't done nothing yet, but he 
was bound to find out sooner or later. | don't mean beat me 
bloody, neither. First he'd 'a beat me bloody, and then he'd 
‘a put a gun in my mouth and pulled the trigger." 


Nick's father used to come home drunk and lay into Nick 
almost every night. He never raised a hand to his wife or the 
girls, only Nick. "I think he musta known, even before | did. 
Musta had this feeling | was gonna be a faggot when | 
growed up. Sometimes he'd go on beating me until the men 
came and took me away from him and put me in bed with 
one of 'em in the bunkhouse. | slept with alot o' 


them guys when | was a little kid. | think that's how | come 
to realize | liked men, but | can't say when it first hit me. 


Anyways, we never did nothing. The guy whose bed | was in 
just held me till | stopped crying, and then we went to 202 
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sleep. And when | got bigger and didn't cry no more, we just 
went to sleep." 


"Did he beat you bad the night you ran away? Is that why 
you left home?" 


"No. He was drunk that night, but it'd been a couple o' 
weeks since my last beating." 


Nick's father had gone drinking in town with three or four 
other hands, and they had beaten up a guy they thought 
was acting effeminate. They waited for him outside the 
saloon and punched him until he curled up in a ball on the 
ground, then kicked him for a while and left him there. 


When they got back, they told what they had done and 
laughed about it. They said Nick's father had kicked the 
hardest, and they had had to drag him away when the rest 
of them got bored beating the guy up. Around three or four 
in the morning, when everyone was sleeping, Nick quietly 
got some clothes together, stuffed them into his saddle 
bags, saddled his horse, and rode away. 


"| fell in with an outta work cowpoke a couple o' 


days later, and we camped together for about a week. | 
done it with him for the first time. He'd fuck me, and then 
he'd suck me off. Then | found work and he didn't, and we 
split up. After that | used to have sex with guys when they 
come on to me if | thought it was safe. | never come on to 
them first till | was older, but | was just a kid then, so they 
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come on to me alot. | had lots of experience that way before 
| come here to the ranch." 


"You weren't shy in coming on to me." 


"I was plenty shy. How long was it before | come on to you? 
And | wanted to have sex with you the first time | laid eyes 
on you, when | come looking for a job and you asked me all 


them questions before you took me on. | didn't know for 
sure till | took you riding, and after that | still waited." 


“The other men you had sex with, did you write about them 
in your diary?" 


"Yeah, | wrote about 'em, but I didn't start keeping a diary 
till two years after | run away. Don't know what made me 
Start it." 


"Will you read me what you wrote about them sometime?" 
"You jealous? If | showed you my diary you 


wouldn't be. | wrote maybe one or two lines after the sex; 
then when we get to my first time with you, | go on for 
more'n a page. There wasn't much to write about with the 
others. We'd squirt, and that'd be it, not like with us. Not 
that we got to do it all that often. Remember—" 


"| don't want to remember, and | don't want to hear what 
you wrote about me. | didn't know what | was doing and 
probably made a fool of myself. The clumsy kind of 204 
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"I was gonna say, 'Remember how we rode back to your 
place after?’ But you weren't none too clumsy then, and you 
Sure as hell ain't clumsy now. All you're doing is holding my 
prick in one hand and stroking your thumb on it, and I'm 
about ready to pop." 


"You go ahead and pop. Callie won't know." 
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12. 


Callie left the morning after the wedding. Caliban drove her 
in the shay to meet the stagecoach, and Nick followed in the 
wagon with Jaggers Jr. to bring Caliban home. 


Callie gave her brother a goodbye hug and kiss. 


Then to Nick's surprise, she hugged him, too, and 
whispered, "You remember what | said, now, and be 
careful." 


"You don't gotta remind me, Callie. | been careful since | was 
a kid." 


Callie felt relieved he had acknowledged it without anyone 
having to say it. Yet she worried that she had caught on to 
them so quickly. This was no easy-to-hide dirty little secret; 
they were in love. How long could they go on before people 
suspected there was more between them than just 
friendship? 


* OK OOK OX 


When they got to the house, Nick said, "Okay, Cal, now | do 
what I planned on doing a week ago. | carry you over the 
threshold, like Caleb done with Amanda." And he 206 
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picked him up and carried him inside. 


First they gave each other their presents. Blushing, Caliban 
got what he had bought for Nick out of the drawer where he 
had hidden it. "What is it?" Nick asked. It looked like some 
kind of necklace — seven heavy glass spheres, like marbles, 
on a string with a little knot next to each of them to keep 
them apart. 


"| found it in Laramie. They're called Chinese love beads. 
You put them in your ass when you have sex and pull them 
out slowly one at a time. It's Supposed to feel good." 


"They sell things for men to stick up their ass?" 


“They're supposed to be for women to put in their cunts, but 
| hear men like it better." 


"Who told you that?" 


"The guy | bought it from. He thought it was a big joke, but 
that's what made me buy it. | didn't let on it was for a guy." 


"Have you tried 'em out?" 


"| bought it for you, didn't I? Well, okay, for us. But it's your 
present, so it's only fitting | try them in you first." 


"Fitting, huh? Yeah, it looks like they'll fit. You gonna stick 
‘em in now?" 


"You make it sound as if you can't wait. Let's see what you 
got for me." 
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It was a pair of dark blue silk skivvies. "To suck you through 
your underwear," Nick explained. 


"It seems we had the same thing in mind when we went 
looking for gifts. Where on earth did you get them?" 


"I saw 'em in a catalogue o' frilly ladies' underwear one o' 
the stable hands got in the mail. These ain't for ladies, 
though. See how they're cut. | had to go all the way to 
Billings for 'em. Got me a pair, too. Now you go in the other 
room and put 'em on and get dressed again so | can take off 
your clothes real slow and find the skivvies." 


"Will you put yours on, too?" 


"| was gonna, but since you're gonna use them beads on me 
I'm gonna wait on that so it's just the gifts we bought each 
other we play with." 


Although they had both bought the gifts to be silly, they 
proved ideal presents for two lovers who had only made 
love together a couple of times in the last two years and a 
handful of times before that. Caliban said that wearing silk 
Skivvies felt like not wearing any without feeling the 
roughness of denim on his prick. Nick undressed his lover 
with almost unbearable slowness, removing each article 
lovingly one at a time, admiring his beauty in wonderment 
as though he were seeing it for the first time, until Caliban 
had nothing on him but the silk 208 
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Skivvies, which hugged his waist and clung to his body, 
clearly outlining his buttocks and erection. Nick mouthed his 
hard cock and his scrotum through the silk and licked 
around the edge of the skivvies, slipping his tongue 
between Caliban's skin and the material where they fitted 
tightly along the seam where his thighs and torso came 
together. "How does it feel through silk?" he wanted to 
know. 


"Wonderful. They make a great gift." 


Nick peeled off the skivvies and pulled them down to 
Caliban's knees. "You're more beautiful than | remembered," 
he said as he was about to take him in his mouth. 


"You have a short memory. You saw me last night." 
Nick sucked him for a long time. Then it was 


Caliban's turn. He slipped off Nick's open shirt, pulled his 
undershirt over his head, tugged his dungarees down from 
his knees and over his feet, and peeled off the only thing 
that was left. Nick lay on his back with knees bent and his 
legs spread. Caliban knelt between them and gave Nick's 
cock a cursory taste and his asshole a thorough slobbering. 


Then, one by one, he slowly pushed the beads up into his 
ass. "How's it feel? A little uncomfortable?" he asked. 


"Not uncomfortable. Kinda filling. And heavy, real heavy. 
Different. You'll find out for yourself tomorrow." 
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Caliban licked and mouthed Nick's shaft and the 


head of his cock until it was thickly coated with his saliva, 
then he slowly and firmly pulled out the first bead. Nick 
gasped, his body stiffened and his back arched, and then 
suddenly relaxed and went limp. 


"Wow! That guy wasn't kidding when he said men like it. You 
think he ever tried 'em on himself?" 


"It's possible. Shall | pull out the next?" 


"Yeah, | wanna feel that again. But don't pull 'em out all at 
once. Go on licking me, and surprise me when you pull one 
out." 


When the fourth bead popped out, Nick shot his 


load all over Caliban's face. He lay quivering on his back for 
close to half a minute. Caliban felt let down. "Why didn't you 
let me know it was coming so you'd squirt in my mouth?" 


Nick couldn't answer right away. "I didn't know it was. Took 
me by surprise." 


Caliban wiped the jism off his cheeks and into his mouth. 
"How're you going to fuck me now? You must have shot half 
a pint of cream onto my face." 


"Not quite that much! You just take your time fucking me 
first, and I'll build up another load for you. Lie on top of me. | 
want to feel your weight pressing down on me." 
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"Not just yet. There are still three beads left in your ass." 
Caliban pulled them out suddenly with a single tug. 


Nick gasped, and his cock, which had gone soft, rose 
halfway, and a small amount of milky white liquid trickled 
out of his slit. Caliban sucked it off before it had dribbled 
halfway down his shaft. "Did it hurt, pulling them out all at 
once?" he asked. 


"It didn't hurt. It just felt so goddamn intense my lungs 
pushed the breath clear out of my body. They're some 
invention, them Chinese beads. They got other toys like 
that? Maybe we oughtta go to Billings sometime and have a 
look around." 


It would be another three years before they went to Billings. 
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By my calculations, they must have built the public lavatory 
in Victory Park more or less on the site of the stable where 
Caliban and Nick made love for the first time. 


There is a kind of poetic justice here, because when | 
returned to Caladelphia to research this history, it did not 
take me long to see that it had become a gay cruising 
ground. | did not cruise it myself. | could tell by the graffiti 


—"For good head be here at..." etc.— and cum stains on the 
walls of the stalls, and also the glory hole. | am quite certain 
the lavatory was not used for sex when | lived there. 


| left Caladelphia so | could live openly as a gay man. 
The city had changed in other ways, too. There 


were more houses, the apartment complexes were new, 
there was a new shopping mall and a new elementary 
school, and the number of fast-food places had doubled. 


They even had a Chinese take-out. But it was recognizable 
as the same town, and the city limits were exactly the 
same. 


Beyond the story of how the city got its name, 


which gets a paragraph in that Chamber of Commerce 
brochure no one ever reads, | did not find much useful 
information in Caladelphia. | found out twice as much by 
writing the courthouse in Helena, including a map of the 
ranch some dozen years before it became a town, and ten 
times more in the Montana State University archives in 
Bozeman. The archive is where | found the photographs of 
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Caliban, of Calvin and Darcie, and of Julia with her boys, and 
also the microfilm of the Rosebud County Record with 
Caleb's obituary. | also came across floor plans of the 
Johnson house (there is even an exterior photograph of it, 
which I did not need since it is still standing) and of the old 
Caldwell ranch house with the additions they proposed to 
make. | based my description of the house on them, 
assuming they followed those plans. For Caliban's house | 
used the sketches Nick made in his diary of the floor plan 
and layout of the grounds. As for the book with Calhoun's 
photo, it was called to my attention by a curator of the 
Museum of the American West in Griffith Park, Los Angeles, 
who had learned of my interest in the Caldwell family from a 
colleague, a history professor at Bozeman whom he met at 
a conference. 


The bulk of my information comes from Nick's 


diary, which | came by serendipitously. One of my old lovers, 
who has remained a friend, collects memorabilia, which he 
picks up from junk vendors in the cities he visits on vacation 
and at estate sales. He bought an old steamer trunk full of 
old letters, mementos, knickknacks, personal papers, and 
the like. In it were the eight thick notebooks in which Nick 
kept his diary. At least one notebook is missing, perhaps 
more, as the eighth may not have been the last. He sent it 
to me to ask if it was publishable, and stuck 216 
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post-it notes to the pages with the more explicit passages, 
which he thought | would enjoy and would have been a 
reason for publishers to refuse the manuscript. 


| had read nearly all of them, in random order, and several 
other passages as well, before | realized that the Cal of the 
diary was the Caliban Caldwell who was supposedly one of 
the founding fathers of the city where | had been born. | say 
"Supposedly" because the diary makes abundantly clear he 
was not. | immediately proceeded to read the entire diary 
from beginning to end. Then | phoned my friend and told 
him that in my opinion Nick's diary told a run-of-the-mill love 
Story. "He says so himself," | said, and read him this 
sentence: "I fell in love with a cripple and lived happily ever 
after." Instead, | proposed using it to reconstruct Caliban's 
life and the history of the ranch, which | felt would make a 
better book. (My friend thought | was talking about 
Shakespeare's Tempest until | explained that Cal was 
Caliban.) | asked if | could keep the notebooks while | was 
working on the project. He made me a present of them. 


| asked if he had found anything else in the trunk that might 
have some bearing on the diary. He said there was an old 
photograph and hundreds of letters. 


"What's in the photo?" 
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looking, too. A real hunk. He looks older than what | 
generally go for, but | wouldn't mind—" 


"But you can't. He's been dead three-quarters of a century, 
so you'd have to find out where he's buried and dig him up, 
which you go for even less. Just send me the photo, and go 
through the letters and send me all that are addressed to 
Caliban or signed by him. I'll read the rest when | come to 
visit and see if there are any others that mention him." 


The man in the photo more or less matched the 


description of Caliban in Nick's diary, but more than that, he 
was so stunning | was sure he had to be him, and | was 
right. It was another copy of the photo | found in the 
archives at Bozeman a few months later. 


My friend forwarded me hundreds of letters, and a small 
jeweler's box with a lock of a man's hair inside — 


iron grey with black strands, and tied with a piece of orange 
yarn. The letters he sent apparently include all the letters 
Nick and Caliban sent each other during Caliban's two years 
in Laramie. | had thought the trunk would contain only 
Caliban's letters to Nick. There are others, too, among them 


some of his correspondence with Caleb. He must have taken 
Caleb's letters with him when he left the ranch, and those 
he had written to Caleb Amanda may have sent after 
Caleb's death. We also have Jake's letters to Caliban after 
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Caliban moved east, but none from before, and three letters 
from Darcie. To make sense of the letters, though, one has 
to read the diary. 


We know the name of Caliban's lover from the 
letters he wrote and received, and from the words NICK'S 


DIARY, centered on top of the first page of the first notebook 
in block capitals. In the diary he never refers to himself 
except by first person pronouns. 


Nick's diary begins a year and a half before Caliban hired 
him as a stable hand, by which time he had filled about a 
sixth of the first notebook. His first entries are brief and 
factual, and seldom longer than ten sentences. He mentions 
having sex eight times, and twice gives the name of his 
partner, one of which may not refer to a sexual act: 


"Fucked Mike." He may, of course, have had sex more often. 
He says that he and Caliban had sex almost every day and 
never missed a Friday night, but he does not record all of 
them. 


Those first pages reveal only two emotions: 


boredom and enthusiasm. After he meets Caliban, he 
becomes more detailed and expansive. His first substantial 
entry tells how he took Caliban riding with him. They 
become short again while Caliban is in Laramie studying for 
his certificate: "Got a letter from Cal. He is well and says he 
misses me." and the surprisingly succinct "Caleb's 219 
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Much of our story took place before he came to the ranch, 
but Caliban evidently liked talking about his past, and Nick 
put some of the stories into his diary. Caliban told these 
stories after they had started living together, and they pop 
up here and there in no particular order. It gives, very 
briefly, the details of Caliban's accident and operation, and 
a two-page account of his conversation in bed with Caleb at 
Mrs. Allen's. Moreover, along with Nick's descriptions of 
Caliban, we have descriptions of people at the ranch and 
insights into their motivations. 


Where | quote from it, | have corrected the spelling, but not 
to the extent that it disguises how Nick spoke, which one 
can infer from how he writes. We may assume that the 
others spoke like him, except Caliban, who spoke properly 
after two years of teacher training. | model the dialogues on 
Nick's writing, but the words I have my characters speak are 
my own invention, and when and where those conversations 
took place is largely guesswork. 


Their thoughts, facial expressions, tone of voice, whether 
they were standing or sitting, etc., are how | imagine them. 


Like every reconstruction of historical fact, this book is in 
large part a work of fiction. 


We find in the diary only one paragraph about 


Nick's childhood. The first sentence reads, "Cal wanted me 
220 


The City of Lovely Brothers 
Anel Viz 


to put this in here." But he wrote many long passages about 
Caliban. He tells us how he tasted and smelled, what he 
liked to do in bed and his talent for doing it —he was 
convinced Caliban gave the world's greatest blowjob— and 
he gives several descriptions of his backside and penis, of 
which we have photographs, so we know they are accurate. 


He mentions the withered hip mostly to explain how it 
limited the positions they could have sex in. 


On the whole, the diary gives a factual and, for the most 
part, objective account of his life with Caliban: what they 
did, where they went, what they saw, what happened to 
them. The eight notebooks outnumber the instances where 
he uses the word love, and in most of those instances it 
does not pertain to them as a couple. For example, we read: 
"Caliban really loved riding that horse." We find no 
outpourings of emotion that come close to the letter he 
wrote to Caliban in Laramie. Yet if you, like me, are a gay 
man, you understand at once that his words are caressing a 
male body of singular beauty. Your hands caress it with 
them, and it comes to life under your hands. 


He is better with words than with pictures. His 


sketches of Caliban may have been done with a loving hand, 
but they are not the work of a talented artist. They do not 
do justice to his beauty, and without the labels "Cal 1907" | 
could not say for certain they are him. In one you 221 
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see him head on from the chest up, sitting behind a table 
with his arms resting on it. The perspective is handled 
crudely and creates an impression of foreshortened upper 
arms, overly long lower arms, and monstrously large hands. 


He is wearing a plaid shirt and has grown a mustache (not 
mentioned in the diary), and his mouth is set in a serious, 
almost grim expression, | suspect due to the artist's 
incompetence. The other shows him from across the room, 
lying on a bed on his left side. He is wearing dungarees and 
the same plaid shirt, has an open book in his hand and 
seems absorbed in his reading. The artist's lack of skill 
makes his right leg half as big as his left. The right knee is 
bent, and his ankle is resting on his left calf. 


The two sketches are on facing pages, and because they 
remained pressed together for nearly a century, some of the 
lines have bled onto the sketch across from them, and some 
have smudged. The drawing of the man's face which might 
be Nick's has picked up some writing from the pages it 
faces. If the portrait is his, there was nothing special about 
him. The head is somewhat round, and the features 
nondescript. But as | said, he did not draw well. 
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"Well, what do you think, Nick? Will it be a boy or a girl this 
time?" 


"Whose? Darcie's or Amanda's?" 


"Darcie's, of course. Caleb will be happy whatever it is so 
long as it's healthy, and they have a boy already. A regular 
little hellion, Brandon is. Now, Calvin, he's been dying for a 
son. Three girls, the last of them born thirteen years ago! It 
wouldn't surprise me if he told Darcie to put it back if it 
comes out a girl." 


"Wanna bet on what it's gonna be?" 
"For what stakes?" 

"A three-hour blowjob." 

"Giving or getting?" 


"The winner gets. Let's bet on Amanda's, too, so's we both 
get a chance to get and give." 


"| bet Darcie has a boy. What do you bet for Amanda?" 
"No, you choose both." 

"Then l'Il say a boy for her, too." 

"You know they both got a fifty-fifty chance." 


"I know. | want to get and give, but | won't cry my eyes out if 
| have to get or give twice. Let's just hope they 223 
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"We can bet on that, too, and flip a coin on what order we 
give and get in." 


"I say they will, because the chances of it are almost nil, and 
| really think Darcie will have a boy, and I want to be sure I'll 
have a shot at giving. But that makes nine hours. 


Aren't you afraid we'll wear ourselves out?" 


"And each other! We can do it on Friday night, three weeks 
running." 


Caliban and Nick had been living together for three years, 
and the sexual side of their relationship was as playful as it 
had been since Nick had set the tone for it the first time 
they made love in the loft. Caliban had followed Nick's 
teasing example the next time they had sex, and it seta 
pattern they were never to break. They were silly and made 
jokes, but without laughing, which would have interfered 
with their performance when they got down to business. At 
other times they could be, and often were, serious, but in 
bed they were like little boys, except after climax, which 
was their time for tenderness, as when they had ridden 
home together at dawn after the first time they made love. 


"Let's do it now," Caliban said, "but not for three hours, and 
we'll both give and get." 


“After we wash up. Together in the tub or naked at 224 
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the pump?" 

"Naked at the pump. It's a hot day." 

They had just driven home from church in the 


wagon on a dusty Sunday in July. They had sand in their 
hair, grit in their teeth, and a thin layer of fine yellow-white 
powder on their faces. There was to be no family lunch 
again that day because Darcie had been feeling unwell for 
three weeks, but Calvin had said he had an important 
announcement to make and everyone —meaning the 


family— should come into the house to hear it. "You too, 
Nick," he added. Since Nick had become Caliban's 
housemate, he had grudgingly accepted him as a de facto 
member of the family. Inside, they found the big kitchen 
table laid out with freshly baked cookies, ham and smoked 
turkey cut into cubes, radishes, carrot sticks and other 
vegetables, and a bottle of imported French champagne. 


How he had come by it was a mystery. He poured a glass for 
the adults and teenagers and cider for the younger kids and 
said he wanted to make a toast. He paused to make sure 
everybody was listening. "Darcie's having a baby." 


"Oh, Darcie, that's wonderful! I'm so happy for you," 
Amanda exclaimed, "even if it does spoil my news. 


Tell 'em, Caleb." 


“Amanda's pregnant too. We were gonna wait a bit yet 
before telling anybody, but it looks like you're finding 225 
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out now. When's Darcie due?" 

"First or second week in March," Calvin beamed. 
"Same as Amanda. They'll be like twins." 

Darcie was forty-seven; Amanda twenty-five. 


“Now you know why Darcie ain't been feeling so good 
lately," Calvin said. "Julia made this spread, but we didn't 
tell her why we were having it. Darcie's cookies, though. 
Now, | have still another exciting piece of news, but first the 
toast." He raised his glass. "It's gonna be a boy this time, 
ain't it, Darcie?" 


"I'm sure of it, Calvin. | feel it in my bones." 
"To Calvin Jr., then!" 


"To Calvin Jr.!" They clinked glasses and raised them to 
drink, but Darcie said, "Only half, now. We ain't got but one 
bottle, and we gotta toast Amanda, too." 


They took a couple of swallows, and then toasted Amanda's 
baby. Everyone was in a good mood, and the two mothers- 
to-be were the center of attention. 


"I wish Betsy and Tilda were here to hear the news with the 
rest o' you," Darcie said. 


“They woulda been, but the ranch ain't good enough for 
‘em," Calvin sneered. "No reason to run off and set up in 
some town just 'cause they got married. They lived with 


‘em here two, three years as man and wife. | even built 
houses for 'em, and they only come to visit once." 
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"Livingston's far away," Darcie said sadly. 


Julia quickly changed the subject. "We gotta start having 
them Sunday lunches again. Each household can bring 
something. Caliban cooks good. Made me a cake for my 
birthday!" 


"Nick can cook, too," Caliban said. "In fact, we take turns." 


"But Caliban always gets breakfast, because he's better with 
eggs," Nick chimed in. 


"You make something easy, Darcie," Calvin said. 
"Don't want you overexerting yourself now!" 
"I can do biscuits and gravy and make the coffee. 


Don't seem like enough, though. But what's your other piece 
of news, Calvin? | have no idea, so you musta been keeping 
it secret from me." 


"I'm gonna open a general store here on the ranch. 


Dry goods, tobacco, matches and the like, some food items 
we can't grow for ourselves, like flour and sugar and corn 
oil, maybe even some hardware like kerosene lanterns." 


"And soda pop?" one of the children asked. 


"Why not? And candy too! Now before Calhoun says I'm 
turning this here ranch into a city, let me tell you what give 


me the idea. For one, where we used go into town once 
every two weeks, now | find we're going there twice every 
one, and with so many errands to run for 227 
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everyone we come back with a full wagon or more. The 
other reason's my age. l'm getting too old to work the farm, 
but | can't be idle, it ain't in my nature. So I'm setting myself 
up as storekeeper. Now whattaya say to my idea, Calhoun?" 


"| ain't gonna oppose it. Ain't | always said Calvin was cut 
out to be merchant, Julia?" 


Calvin turned to his wife. "What do you think, Darcie? That's 
what's most important." 


She went up to him and gave him a peck on the 


cheek. "I like the idea, Calvin. I'll be glad to have a general 
store on the property. It's a shame there ain't no champagne 
left to toast it." 


"We can toast it with our coffee after lunch," 


Caliban said. He was happy both about the new babies and 
the store. 


* OK OOK OX 


"I'm stuffed," Nick said as he climbed into the wagon beside 
Caliban. "Made a pig of myself. But smoked turkey, how 
often do we get that? It's always beef, beef, beef." 


Living alone on the range eight miles from the 


nearest house —Caleb's— they didn't feel they had to take 
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precautions to hide their relationship at home. The six-foot 
fence around their yard, built to keep the coyotes from their 
chickens, was a more effective barrier against prying eyes, 
not that any came round often to pry. Inside the stockade 
they almost always went naked in warm weather. Calhoun 
rarely brought the herd to graze on their side of the 
property, and he would not let the animals come closer than 
half a mile from the house. When he did, he and the two to 
four men with him would occasionally drop in for supper, 
and those not on watch might stay the night. Caliban would 
Sleep in Nick's room then, which he did anyway unless Nick 
was Sleeping in his, and let Calhoun have his bed, and the 
ranch hands bunked down on the floor next to him. But 
today was a Sunday, and no one would be coming around. 


They ripped off their church clothes. "Last one to the pump 
cleans the chicken coops!" Nick yelled, racing out the door. 


"No fair! You know I can't run!" 


"You can clean chicken coops, though," Nick called back to 
him. 


Caliban hobbled after him at slow lope, his body rocking at 
twenty-degree angle when he stepped on his right and his 
dick swinging wildly, like the pendulum in a grandfather 
clock gone haywire. "Maybe | can scrub the floor of the coop 
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The City of Lovely Brothers 


Anel Viz 
the chickens looking at us and cackling—" 
"That's disgusting." 


",..and we can take the eggs back to the house and pretend 
we can have kids." 


"You really are hankering for a kid o' your own, ain't you, 
Cal?" 


"| won't deny it, but in a way, | feel all the kids at the school 
are mine. My brothers' kids, the ranch hands' 


kids... Hey, cut it out!" 
Nick had been working the pump handle, and when 


the water began pouring out of the spout, he splashed 
Caliban with cold water. "I thought we come out here to 
wash up," he said. "You remember to bring the soap?" 


“What's wrong with that bar on top of the pump?" 


He grabbed it, wet it, splashed water onto Nick's back, and 
began soaping him. He stood behind him and lathered his 
Shoulders and upper arms, rubbing hard, as in a firm 
sensual massage, then down toward the small of his back. 


The air was thick with dust, and there was a breeze, so 
standing outdoors just a few minutes had coated their 
naked bodies with the yellowish powder already on their 
faces and in their hair. 


"Hey, that scratches!" Nick complained. 


Caliban looked at the bar of soap. Bits of gritty sand were 
stuck in the side he had been scrubbing Nick with. He 230 
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turned the bar over and worked up a lather between his 
shoulder blades where he had just been washed, and used 
the suds to soap his buttocks and in the cleft between them 
and his upper thighs, reaching between his legs to soap his 
balls and play with them. Then he made more lather for his 
chest and belly and reached around him to soap them, and 
next his penis, lovingly, his eyes closed to imagine what his 
fingers saw. 


When Caliban had washed Nick from head to toe, 


he handed him the soap for Nick to wash him in turn. Nick 
lathered it on his own chest and washed him with his hands. 


Then they used the gritty soap to shampoo their hair and 
rinsed off under the pump. 


Caliban winked. "Simultaneous sucking, right?" 


"You're so sexy when you use big words," Nick said, 
caressing him. "Let's make it real good this time." 


"Isn't it always good?" 


"It's always great, terrific, but we mightn't get a chance to 
do it again for another couple o' days. Hooner could be 
coming over tomorrow or the day after." Nick had special 
names for the Caldwell brothers he used only with Caliban; 
when others were around he called them by their full 
names. Calvin was Calv, Caleb Cleb, and Calhoun Houn or 


Hooner. He always called Caliban Cal wherever they were 
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teasing foreplay, he sometimes called him Banni, but when 
their toying turned to passion he called him Cal. 


Caliban seemed surprised. "What makes you think Calhoun 
will come see us? Did he say something to you?" 


"Nope, it's just a feeling | have. He's gonna talk about Darcie 
and the baby." 


"Why should that make Calhoun come over? Don't you think 
he's happy for Darcie?" 


"He's happy enough for Darcie. It's Calv he'll be wanting to 
talk about. Didn't you see Hooner looking at him when Calv 
was gloating? 


“Calvin wasn't gloating." 

"What would you call it, then?" 

"Proud? Tickled? Elated?" 

"You are so damn sexy when you use them big words." 
"You think you know my brothers better than | do." 
"Ain't | always right?" 


"No, just most of the time. Do you think he'll come tonight?" 


"No, for sure not on a Sunday. And he won't come alone, just 
to talk. He'll come with the herd, so you won't think he just 
come to give you an earful about Calv. Let's not talk about 
that now. Let me hear another of those big words of yours." 
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"Asshole!" 


"Uh-uh, not today. Today it's a simul... What was it you 
called it?" 


"A simultaneous suck." 


"How do you expect me to keep my hands off your dirty 
boner when you talk big to me!" And he went down on him. 


Caliban held on to the pump for balance and braced himself 
against it. Standing for a blowjob tired his hip, and Nick 
always took his time, stopping to examine his cock in 
minute detail, as if he were an entomologist and it a 
recently discovered, exotic insect he had to describe for a 
scientific journal. Nine times out of ten, he would tell 
Caliban about his foreskin, which he had seen every day for 
three years, how wonderful it was, loose, not tight like his, 
which made it easier and more fun to play with, and he 
would pull it back as far as it went and call the head an all- 
day sucker or sugar candy and start licking away at it. 


Nick held Caliban's buttocks with his thumb right below his 
hip bones, which made standing easier. Caliban let go of the 
pump and steadied himself with his hands on Nick's 
shoulders while Nick buried his face in Caliban's groin and 


Caliban's cock at the back of his throat. Caliban put both 
hands behind Nick's head and held it tight against him. 
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Jaggers Jr. had been lying curled up a few yards from the 
pump, watching. A sudden blast of hot, dusty wind sent him 
scampering to the door to scratch to be let in. 


“This wind!" Caliban said, releasing his grip on Nick's skull. 
"We're going to be caked in dust. Let's go inside and do it 
the way we agreed." 


They splashed on another quick rinse-off of the dust that 
had settled on them since they had finished their bath, 
opened the door for Jaggers Jr. and followed the dog into the 
house. "Do you think Calhoun might come tonight after all, 
and bring Jake for a visit?" Caliban asked. Every so often the 
boy came to stay two or three days with them when the 
weather was fine. They would lay a blanket for him to sleep 
on the floor of Caliban's room. Nights were warm in summer. 


"You're really crazy about that boy, aren't you?" 


"Why shouldn't | be? I'm his godfather. | used to change his 
diapers for Julia when | went to see him as a baby. | couldn't 
do enough to help out with him. He's the closest I'll ever 
have to a kid of my own. And is he ever smart! He's the 
brightest kid in his group at school, and the youngest. | 
think he's going to grow up to be a doctor, like Jacob 
Brewster." 


"You ever see him again?" 


“Doctor Brewster? No, but I've often thought it 234 
The City of Lovely Brothers 
Anel Viz 


would be nice to pay him a surprise visit. Calvin was talking 
about going to Billings to buy some kind of new farm 
invention you can only get in a city. | bet he won't want to 
leave Darcie alone here now that she's pregnant. 


Why don't you and | go for him? I'm sure Caleb will watch 
the place for us and feed the chickens." 


"We'd take the wagon?" 


“How else? We'll need it haul back whatever equipment he's 
thinking of getting. We've never taken a trip together. We 
could build campfires by the side of the wagon to cook our 
Supper, and then climb into it and make love under the 
tarp." 


"Or under the stars. An outing to Billings for just the two of 
us 'd be nice, but right now I want to make love to you 
without no tarp over us." 
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The wind picked up during the night and continued blowing 
most of the next day. It raised so much dust they couldn't 
see but a quarter-mile beyond the fence if they stepped 
outside, and they could barely make out the fence from 


inside the house because the dust lay thick on the window 
panes. They spent the day indoors. 


The wind died down in late afternoon, and a light ten-minute 
drizzle settled the dust. The sun rose bright and clear the 
next morning, but the temperature had dropped and storm 
clouds were moving in from the west. 


“Calhoun won't be bringing the herd this way if there's going 
to be a storm," Caliban said. "So you see you were wrong." 


"|I don't answer for the weather." 


The air turned chill, and they stayed in their clothes, as if it 
wasn't the middle of summer. Toward three o'clock the wind 
started blowing, and thunder rumbled on the far horizon. At 
around five the storm broke, with lightning claps and heavy 
rain. 


Caliban had been sewing a new work shirt for Nick. 


He was trying it on one last time before Caliban doubled- 
stitched the seams, standing very still in his socks and long 
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johns with his arms out to the side so as not to be stuck with 
one of the many pins holding the shirt together. They heard 
horses come into the yard, and Nick turned to look, burying 
a pin deep into his flesh where his right arm attached to his 
shoulder. He hollered a loud "Yowch" as the front door 
swung open, and a very wet Calhoun came into the kitchen 
accompanied by two very wet cowherds. 


"You're bleeding!" Caliban said. "You've gone and stained 
the shirt before I've finished making it." 


"We interrupting something?" Calhoun asked. 

"Just a fitting." 

"Caliban makes clothes?" one of the herders asked. 
"Ain't there nothing he can't do?" 


Nick shook his head no. "I expect you've come to bunk here 
for the night," Caliban said. "Get out of those wet clothes. 
You're leaving a puddle on the floor. You can take blankets 
from my room and wrap yourselves in them. 


How did you manage to get so wet?" 


"Storm broke when we were about five-six miles from here. 
Closer to Caleb's, but you got more room for us here. See 
you fellas gave the outside a new coat o' paint. 


Looks good." 


The men took off their jackets, shirts, boots and dungarees. 
They were soaked to the bone. "Looks like we'll hafta take it 
all off," one of the herders said. 
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They went into Caliban's room and came back with blankets 
around their naked bodies. 


"Pull up chairs for yourselves," Nick said. 


"Coffee hot?" Calhoun asked. 
"Pour yourselves some." 


They moved the chairs back from the table and sat ina 
semi-circle, watching Caliban make a few last adjustments 
to the shirt and carefully slip it off Nick while they sipped 
their coffee. 


"I'm afraid we gotta impose on you for supper, too," 


Calhoun said. "No way we coulda lit a fire in this hurricane. 
Hope there'll be enough. Smells good, too. 


What's in the pot? Pork and beans?" 
"Cal's making chili with beef." 


"He cooks fancy, too?" said the same herder who'd been 
impressed by the shirt. "Caliban's gonna make someone a 
fine wife someday." 


"Chili and beef ain't fancy," Nick said. Then he joked, "But 
he's already taken, and | couldn't ask for none better... 
sometimes." 


"Nick's mad because he hasn't been getting any. He made 
me clean out the chicken coops when it was his turn, so I've 
been holding out on him." 


The men roared with laughter. 

"But he's happy now," Caliban went on, "because 238 
The City of Lovely Brothers 

Anel Viz 


you'll be taking my room tonight, so I'll have to go back to 
his bed." 


They laughed louder. "You two ain't really gonna sleep 
together," Calhoun guffawed. 


“The floor's too hard for my hip, and Nick's too selfish to 
give up his bed." 


They laughed so hard that one of the cowherds 
choked on his coffee. 
After supper, Calhoun said he had something he 


wanted to talk over with his brother in private. The ranch 
hands went into Caliban's room. Nick stayed. Calhoun raised 
a questioning eyebrow. 


"| keep no secrets from Nick," Caliban said. 
"Whatever you tell me he'll hear from me later." 
Calhoun hesitated. "I ain't sure." 


“Think back to the personal things we've said to each other 
as brothers. Nick knows all of them. Has he gone around 
blabbing them or given you a hard time about any of it? 
Wouldn't you rather know what he knows?" 


"It's about Calvin." 
"What'd | tell you?" Nick said. 
Calhoun looked up, surprised. 


"Nick said you'd be coming over soon to get something off 
your chest," Caliban explained, "something to do with 


Calvin. So you see he knows more than you 239 
The City of Lovely Brothers 

Anel Viz 

think. | want you to look on Nick as family." 

"I do look on him as family." 


“Then out with it. And if there's anything you want me to 
know and I'm not around for you to tell me, you can tell it to 
Nick." 


"It's just that you don't tell me things about Nick." 
"| tell you things; | just don't tell you everything. 
Do you tell me everything about you and Julia?" 
"It ain't the same thing. Julia's my wife." 


"Well, we were only joking that Nick's my husband, but we 
live together and we're together all the time, and we plan 
on staying together after he gets married and brings his 
wife home here. Nick and | have our secrets, just the two of 
us, just as Caleb and | did when we lived here together and 
all the ten years we shared a room." 


Calhoun looked at Nick. 


"He's telling it like it is, Calhoun," Nick said. "If this is real 
personal, we can go in my room, where your men won't 
hear us through the door." 


"Gotta pair of pants for me, Caliban?" Calhoun asked. "I'd 
feel funny sitting naked as a jaybird telling Nick family 
secrets for the first time." 


"Nick's will fit you better." 


They went into Nick's bedroom. Nick found a pair of overalls 
in the dresser he thought would fit him. Calhoun 240 
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modestly turned his back to them while he got into them; 
then he turned to face them and said, "You all sit down now, 
and listen good." 


Caliban and Nick sat on Nick's bed. Calhoun 
remained standing, as if delivering a sermon. 


"You know how | kept them fences up around the Johnson 
place— Nick know about my going to the Johnson place?" 


Nick nodded. "I Know about the fight you had when you and 
Julia went to live there, too." 


"Lord, Caliban! Is there nothing you ain't told 'im?" 


"| gotta know them things to keep from putting my foot in 
my mouth. Don't wanna rattle nobody." 


"Well, | made up my mind to fence off all my property," 
Calhoun went on, "all of it that touches on Calvin's. | come 
here to ask if you want me to fence it off where it borders on 
yours, too, so it don't look like I'm only cutting off Calvin, 
though | am. Won't do it unless you ask me to. | like grazing 
the herd on yours and Caleb's quarters, you know, and | feel 
like they're still part of the old ranch. 


It ain't so with Calvin's." 


"It's because you think Calvin's quarter looks like a village, 
isn't it, Calhoun? It's because of that general store he said 
he's going to open." 
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a village. No, it don't look like one— it /s one, with or without 
a general store. In fact, | think the general store's a good 
idea. It'll keep the hired men on the ranch. The church now, 
that was a bad idea. The men don't do no work Sunday 
anyways. But, yeah, | think it's a damn shame what he done 
to the ranch." 


"There's more to it than that, ain't there, Calhoun?" 
Nick said softly. 


"Like him running the store instead of Caliban, who can 
hardly work the stables no more? Yeah, it's an example of 
how he don't give a thought to other people but himself." 


"I couldn't run the store, Calhoun. | have the school." 


“Summers you don't. Summers you're back with the 
horses." 


"And you bear him a grudge for all of it," Nick said. 
"You mean l'm angry with him for what he done? 
Yeah, I'm angry, but I'm used to it." 


"A lot more'n angry. If you don't wanna Say it, I'll say it for 
you. | said it to Cal, but he don't believe me. Tell 


‘im if | ain't right." 
"What'd you say to 'im?" 


"You just said Cal and Caleb's seem like the old ranch, and 
Calvin's don't. You feel the same about Cal and Caleb. You 
see 'em as your brothers, but Calvin's a 242 
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stranger, if he ain't an enemy." 

"You see a lot, Nick." 

"A lot that isn't there," Caliban broke in. 

"Oh, it's there alright." 

"I'm sure Calvin still thinks of you as his brother." 


"Prob'ly, and he considers you and Caleb his brothers, too, 
but the word brother don't mean nothing to 


Im. 


Caliban was distressed. "You make it sound like you hate 
him." 


"| do hate him. I've felt like this for a long time, but he's part 
of the ranch, and | gotta live with him." 


"But why now, Calhoun? Why didn't you build them long 
ago, if you've felt like this for so long?" There were tears in 
Caliban's eyes. 


"For your sake, at least in part. | knew it'd upset you. | said 
you and Caleb | love like my brothers. Well, you... It ain't 
that | love you more, and | don't know you that good, but 
you're special to me somehow, not just a brother. Maybe it's 
that | learned you to be a cowboy when you were a kid, 
maybe it's the way you're like a second father to Jake, 
maybe it's your way o' not seeing no bad in nobody. | know 
you're closer to Caleb. | don't mind that. 


It's only natural, you two bunking together so long. Shit, 
here | am making you some mushy declaration o' brotherly 
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love, when | just come to tell you about them fences." 
"But why build them now? You haven't told me that." 


"His cruelty. He don't do it to be cruel; he just don't think 
about nobody but himself, so he don't know how people 
feel. You see Darcie's face when he said them things about 
Betsy and Tilda, how the ranch wasn't good enough for 'em? 
| coulda punched him in the face then. You know damn well 
why they left, and it broke Darcie's heart. Time was she 
woulda stood up to him, but all these years of living with 
him have wore ‘er down. They left because he treated their 
husbands like they was still hired hands. 


What'd 'e expect 'is girls to marry, senators? Why wouldn't 


'e let 'em have a piece o' his beloved empire? He sees 
himself as some kinda cattle king on his throne, and me and 
you and Caleb working the place for 'im." 


"I'm just doing my share. | don't even do that much because 
of my hip." 


"Me and Caleb does your share. But to Calvin you're just a 
worker that owns part of his land. He don't love you, 
Caliban. He thinks he does, but he don't." A tear was rolling 
down Caliban's cheek. "There, | said enough. 


More'n enough, but at least now you know. You got a hankie 
for him, Nick, so he can blow his nose? I've had my Say. l'Il 
turn in now." 
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"Are you going to tell Caleb all this?" 


"Caleb knows already, has for years. It ain't no secret to 
him. He'd want me to put up fences along his property line, 
too, if you'd'a told me to fence yours off, but | get the 
impression you ain't gonna." 


"No fences. Fences between you and Calvin are bad 
enough." 


"Okay, then. Good night. You have your cry now. 
Try to calm him down, will ya, Nick?" 


After Calhoun left, Nick held Caliban in his arms while he 
wept silently. When his crying had subsided, Nick kissed him 
and whispered, "You go to bed now." Then he took out his 
diary and sat down to write. 


Caliban stripped down to his underwear and got into bed. 
"What's with the skivvies?" Nick asked. "It ain't as cold as 
winter, and you don't wear none then." 


"Just in case Calhoun thinks of something else he wants to 
tell me and comes back." To break the melancholy mood, he 
added, trying to sound cheerful, "Wasn't it a hoot how | told 
them you hadn't been getting any and | was only sleeping 
with you because they were here, when the truth is that you 
won't be getting any tonight because they are?" 


"What I think is that you went a little too far. 


Nobody suspects, but | don't think we oughtta be giving 
them ideas." 
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"It doesn't worry me. But maybe you're right." 


Nick put down his pen after a few minutes, closed the 
notebook, and went to put it in the dresser. "Aren't you 
going to read me what you wrote?" Caliban asked. 


"| ain't sure you wanna hear this." 
"Is it about Calvin? | insist you read it to me. 


Remember how we went on and on to Calhoun about how 
we had no secrets from each other?" 


Nick sat down again and opened the notebook. 


"Ready?" 


"And waiting." 


"Here goes: 'I saw Hooner naked today. Just the back o' him. 
His ass is alot like Cal's, slim with tight muscles and the 
exact same dimples, only hairier, so given a choice I'd take 
Cal's."" 


"You're terrible. Did you spend five whole minutes writing 
about my brother's rear end?" 


"No, | wrote about yours." 
"Did you write what he came here for?" 


"No, | couldn't'a wrote all that down so quick. I'll put it in 
some other time. Gotta think it through first. | only wrote 
about the storm and how we had three naked men with 
blankets around 'em watching me try on the shirt, and how | 
got stuck, and about the blood stain." 
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and then come to bed. I've read enough of what you have to 
say about my ass." 


When Nick had finished reading, he blew out the 


lantern and got into bed next to Caliban. "Lie on your side, 
Banni," he whispered. "I wanna slip my hand down your 
Skivvies and feel if | got that description right." That he 
called him Banni meant that he would caress his cheeks and 
maybe tickle his hole, but would go no further. 
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Calvin had intended to send two of his hired men to Billings 
to pick up what he needed. He perked up like a pig that sees 
its slop pail coming when Caliban and Nick offered to make 
the trip for him. He accepted at once, but he did not offer to 
pay them for their trouble or give them money to cover their 
expenses, as he would have had to do if he had sent ranch 
hands. 


The list of things he needed was endless. It was not farm 
equipment he had it in his mind to buy, but stock for his 
new general store, which he thought he could open two or 
three weeks after they got back. The wife of one of the hired 
hands had died of catarrh over the winter, and when spring 
came, the man had taken his little boy and left the ranch, 
leaving one of the houses vacant. Calvin meant to use it for 
the store and build a bigger one —a real store, he called it— 
the year after. Right now he needed lumber for shelving, 
and a granite countertop, barrels, scales, a cash register 
and whatnot, and also some bolts of cloth and patent 
medicines and sundries to get it started. They would need 
the two biggest hay wagons to bring it all back, and would 
not be able to sit side by side on the drive there and back, 
but it meant they would be away longer. 
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Two miles from the ranch, though, they tied the 


reins of the horses pulling the back wagon to the wagon in 
front, and Nick went to sit beside Caliban. The horses 
followed the wagon tracks anyway; they only needed a 
driver to make them go. If they came to a sharp curve ora 
place where a ditch ran close to the road, Nick would get 
down from his seat and hop in the back wagon to take the 
reins, and on steep downhills he went to pull back on the 
brakes. On the return trip they would have full wagons with 
very heavy, perhaps overly heavy loads, and both wagons 
would need a driver. 


"So, Cal, whattaya plan on doing in Billings?" 


"What do | plan on us doing? | mean to show you the town. 
Did you see much of Billings the time you went there?" 


"Nope, | just picked up your present and turned around and 
rode home. Calv only give me three days off. 


Sunday made four, otherwise | couldn't 'a done it." 


"I'd like to have a look around myself. There were over two 
thousand people there when Callie took me to Doc Brewster 
to fix my hip. A lot of them were railroad workers and must 
have moved on to continue the building west, but it goes on 
growing by leaps and bounds. | hear they've put in 
irrigation, and people have come to settle there from all 
over the world." 
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"Yeah, | heard. Russians, Japs... Mexicans, too." 


"I'd like to meet some of them. | read about people from 
foreign lands, but Calvin doesn't like to hire them. We had a 
guy from Russia once. Remember Vassya? | was sorry he 
didn't stay." 


"Must be bigger'n any city | ever seen." 


"A regular metropolis. We won't lack for things to do. We're 
going to have a good time." 


"I reckon you can buy just about anything there." 


"I was thinking that. | want to buy presents for all my nieces 
and nephews on the ranch. | was thinking a toy for Caleb's 
Brandon, and maybe something like spurs for Calhoun's 
older boys, and maybe a book for Jake —I want to spend the 
most on him— and something pretty to wear for Hester." 


"Spurs cost alot more'n a book." 


"And | definitely want to drop in on Doctor Brewster, see if 
he's still alive and how he's getting on." 


"| guess we'll be staying in a hotel." 


“They had one over the saloon when | lived there. | bet they 
have a fancy one now." 


"Can we afford it?" 
"| hope so. | don't want to stay on top of a saloon. 


But | have no idea how much a hotel costs. Never stayed in 
one." 


250 


The City of Lovely Brothers 


Anel Viz 


* OK OOK OX 


They were in no hurry to get to Billings. Their first night on 
the road was a mild one. They cooked supper over a 
campfire, then climbed into the wagon and made love under 
the stars. The mosquitoes were fierce, and they had to 
douse their bodies in citronella. It tasted terrible, and they 
only used their mouths to kiss and to suck cock. The days 
got hotter and muggier as they went by. The road to Billings 
followed the course of the Yellowstone River, for a lot of it at 
a distance of a half-mile or more. Because of the spring 
floods, though, it was close enough so that there were more 
mosquitoes along the road than there would have been out 
in the middle of the range. Halfway to Billings they felt so 
hot and sweaty and dusty that they hobbled the horses and 
hiked to the river for a quick swim, but by afternoon they 
were as hot and sweaty and dusty as they had been before. 


That night they had a thunderstorm. They stowed 


their clothes under the tarp and stood naked in the cold rain 
and let it rinse their bodies clean. The night was pitch black, 
almost too dark to see each other though they were 
standing only a few feet apart. Every couple of minutes a 
bolt of lightning would strike somewhere nearby, some too 
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near for comfort, followed by a tremendous clap of thunder, 
and for a split second the range would become dazzlingly 
bright. They would see the wagons clear as day, and each 
other white and dripping and shivering. They were chilled to 


the bone when they climbed back into the wagon and took 
shelter under the tarp. They toweled dry in the cramped 
Space and then made love. There were no mosquitoes, and 
as the rain had washed them clean, they made up for all the 
licking and nibbling they had not been able to do on the 
previous nights when their skin tasted of citronella. Caliban 
said it was romantic, making love with the rain pelting down 
on the tarp just a few inches above them. 


* OK OK x 


When they got to Billings, they drove toward the town 
center to find a hotel and ran into a crowd of people. 


There was no way to drive around them and no way to back 
up the wagon, so they would have to sit there until 
whatever had brought everyone out was over. Nick moved 
up to sit by Caliban in his wagon. He asked a man standing 
nearby it what was going on. 


"A hanging." He pointed to a gallows a couple of hundred 
yards ahead of them. 
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"What's he done? Horse rustler?" 

The condemned man had lured an eight-year-old 
boy to his house and raped him. 


"I can't think of any crime worse than that," Caliban said, 
“but | don't want to watch a man hang. Not that | think he 


doesn't deserve it." 


"Ain't got no choice. We're stuck here, and will be till it's 
over. You can't cover your eyes, neither, or people'll call you 
a sissy." 


"It won't bother you?" 
"No. It's no fun seeing a man die, but no." 
"This won't be your first hanging?" 


"Nope, | seen one before. | hear sometimes the rope snaps 
your neck when you fall through the trap, and you die quick, 
but the guy | saw strangled. It wasn't pretty. Want me to 
hold your hand?" 


"In public? People would think we're something worse than 
sissies." 


"Well, ain't we?" 
"Just grip me by the arm, as if it were affecting you." 


The gallows had apparently been built in front of the new 
jailhouse. After about half an hour of sitting in a wagon 
wedged inside an ever more impatient crowd, someone they 
were told was the hangman came and took 253 
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his place on the gallows platform. The people who had come 
to watch settled down a bit, but the tension increased. 


Ten minutes later, a sad and frightened-looking man was led 
out of the jailhouse between two marshals, his hands tied in 


front of him, a preacher with a Bible walking behind them. 
The crowd hissed and booed. The preacher mumbled a 
prayer nobody heard, then said something to the man. He 
shook his head. "What could 'e say, after what he done?" 


they heard a man ask no one in particular. 


One of the marshals fitted a black sack over the man's 
head, and the other placed the noose around his neck and 
tightened it. The hangman pulled a lever, a trap door 
opened, and the man fell through. His body stiffened, his 
legs kicked wildly a few times, then he went limp and hung 
there, swaying back and forth from the momentum of his 
legs. 


"Did ya see it?" Nick asked. 
"No. | shut my eyes." 
"I think this time it snapped his neck, lucky bastard. 


Someone told me once that when you're hung, you squirt. | 
didn't believe 'im, so | went up and had a look at 'im 
afterwards at that hanging | seen. Must be true, 'cause there 
was a wet stain on his pants." 


"If he just squirted, you wouldn't have seen it. He must have 
pissed himself." 
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The man was dead. They left him hanging there the rest of 
the day. The crowd slowly broke up. Nick got into the rear 


wagon to follow Caliban, who knew the city, or used to, but 
there were too many people milling in the street to drive 
blithely though, and they made slow progress. A pretty 
woman in her mid-thirties approached Caliban's wagon, a 
young boy on either side of her. The littler one, maybe eight 
years old, she held by the hand; his brother looked about 
twelve, but short for his age. 


"Caliban?" she asked uncertainly. 
"June Brewster?" 


"June Mitchell now. You see? Jerome and | have two sons. 
This one's Cal," she said, meaning the older. "His brother's 
Christian." 


"Cal after me?" 


"No, his name's Carlton. Cal is how it came out when he 
started talking." 


Caliban turned to Nick in the wagon behind him. 


"Nick, come on over and meet June, Doctor Brewster's 
daughter. She nursed me while I was in her father's 
hospital." 


"I assisted at your operation, too. You were very brave." 
"| screamed my lungs out and cried my eyes out. 

Are you still a nurse?" 
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"No, | gave it up when I married Jerome." 


Nick had come up to them, and Caliban introduced him to 
her. "Nick, my chief stable hand and closest friend. 


How's your father doing?" 


"Still practicing medicine, if you can believe it. He has a 
partner now, Doctor Bradley, who lives across the street 
from him. Both houses have hospitals upstairs. 


Doctor Bradley's is for the men, and Pa's is for women and 
children. Pa doesn't do operations like yours anymore, 
Doctor Bradley does them." 


"And Mrs. Brewster?" 
"She died six years ago." 
"I'm sorry to hear that." 


"So Pa's alone now. My old room's empty, and so is my 
brothers’. You're going to see him, aren't you? He'll be 
thrilled to see you. How long will you be in Billings?" 


"At least a week. My oldest brother, Calvin, is setting up a 
general store on the ranch, and we've come to buy 
everything he'll need. It's quite a list he gave us, | can tell 
you. | just hope we can find all of it and fit it all in the 
wagons. And of course | wouldn't dream of coming to 
Billings without visiting your father." 


"You should go straight there. Do you remember where it is? 
But Billing's changed so much since you were here. | don't 
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"| hope so. But first we have to find a hotel and wash up 
from the road." 


"Go to Pa's first. There are those two extra rooms, and I'm 
sure he'll ask you stay with him. You Know you were his 
favorite patient; he still talks about you. And hotels are 
costly and not as comfortable as a family house, and Pa will 
be glad for the company. It was good meeting you, Nick. I'll 
be seeing more of you both if you'll be staying at Pa's, and 
I'm sure you will be." 


x x OK OX 
When Jacob Brewster opened the door, his face 
broke into a big smile and his eyes lit up. "Caliban Caldwell!" 
"I'm flattered you recognized me. June recognized me too." 
"How could | forget you? You say you've seen June?" 


"Yes, she came up to me in the street with her two boys 
while | was in my wagon." 


"At the hanging," Nick said. 
Doctor Brewster frowned. "She took the boys there? 


| can't say I'm happy about it. That husband of hers must 
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have told her to. Aren't you going to introduce me to your 
friend?" 


"This is Nick, from our ranch. We share a house together. 
Nick, this is Doctor Brewster. The Doctor Brewster, who 
saved my life... and my leg." 


"Pleased to make your acquaintance, Doctor. We all got a lot 
to thank you for." 


“But | see | didn't cure his hip." 


"No one could've fixed it. You gave me many years of being 
able to walk with it, and they aren't over yet!" 


"You two live together, do you? So you aren't married, 
then?" 


"No. My hip." 
"That shouldn't make a difference." 


"| don't want to be a burden on my wife. | won't be able to 
walk forever." 


"We don't know that. How long are you staying? Do you 
have time for me to make us all a cup of coffee and sit 
awhile and talk about old times?" 


"I'd like that, and we'll have plenty of time to do it again. 
We'll be in Billings a week." 


"Will you? Then you have to stay here with me. | insist on it. 
| live alone now, as | expect June told you, and there's lots of 
room in the house." 


"Yes, June told me about Mrs. Brewster. You must 258 
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miss her very much. She was a fine lady." 

"The best. But death is no stranger to us doctors. 


We know it's coming, and we're used to it. You will stay here, 
won't you? I'll have to put you both in my sons' old room; 
June's is piled floor to ceiling with old junk. But the boys' 
room has two beds." 


"Thank you. We're pleased to accept your 
hospitality." 

"Well, come on in and make yourselves at home. 
Get your bags, and I'll show you your room." 

"I remember which one it is." 

"Did you say you just arrived in Billings?" 

"Yes, we were on the road most of the morning." 


“Then you must be covered in dust. You'll want to wash up 
right away. Or maybe you'd like a bath." 


"We would love a bath. We haven't had a proper wash since 
we left the ranch, have we, Nick?" 


"Closest thing to it was when we took off our clothes and 
stood in the thunderstorm two nights ago." 


“The bathroom's upstairs, with a porcelain bathtub," 


Doctor Brewster said. "I don't remember if we had it when 
you were here." 


"I've never been in a porcelain tub." 
"It's pure pleasure, one of man's greatest inventions. 


Mine has hot water, too, straight out of the tap. You light 
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the gas, and the water travels through the pipes with the 
fire around them, and it comes out hot. You have to turn on 
the cold, too, or you'll scald yourself. Have you ever seen 
one of those water heaters?" 


"| can't imagine how it works." 


"You'll figure it out. There are instructions on the tank, anda 
box of matches on the windowsill, and the towels are in the 
closet next to the bathroom. You take your time and enjoy it. 
You'll have to be careful getting in and out, though; wet 
porcelain is slippery. The tub's big enough for two to soak in, 
too. | don't imagine you'll think twice about sharing a tub if 
you live together. You can scrub each other's backs. Lux-u-ri- 
ate. The coffee can wait. In fact, why don't I run down to 
Mrs. Allen's and ask her to come over? She always has fresh 
baked cookies on hand. | don't know who eats them all. 
Shall | tell her in an hour? Will that give you long enough?" 


“Doctor Brewster sure talks alot," Nick said on their way up 
the stairs. 


"He's excited to see me. You'll see. He's a good listener, too. 
You didn't say very much. | didn't know you to be shy in 
front of strangers." 


"It's the way I talk, bad grammar and all. | oughtta know 
better from listening to you, but it still comes out the old 
way." 
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"Doctor Brewster won't even notice. How do you think his 
patients talk? Why, I talked just like you when I was in his 
hospital." 


"Do you think he guessed? | mean about us. Telling us to 
take a bath together, and all." 


"Not at all. Doctors don't think twice about nudity; they see 
people naked all the time. It doesn't automatically mean sex 
to them. Won't this be a new experience for us, stretching 
out together in a hot tub?" 


"I was thinking the same thing. Maybe we should buy one 
for the house, long as we're in Billings." 


"You think so? Whose bedroom will we put it in?" 
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4, 


Doctor Brewster was waiting for them in the parlor when 
they came down after their bath. "Mrs. Allen isn't here yet," 
he said, "but she should be any moment. The coffee's ready. 
And June stopped by to invite us all to dinner tomorrow 
night while you were having your bath. 


Now sit down, and we can start our chat while we wait for 
Mrs. Allen. She got so excited when | told her Caliban was 
here. And she isn't just bringing cookies. She had taken a 
pie out of the oven not fifteen minutes before | showed up 
on her doorstep. An apple pie!" 


Mrs. Allen arrived shortly after. She marveled over what a 
fine, handsome man Caliban had become. "Not that | 
thought you would be anything but handsome," she said. 


"| don't know that I've ever seen such a beautiful child. But | 
remember you as slender, almost too thin, and slight, and 
frail looking." 


"| was Slight as a boy, Mrs. Allen, but | was never frail. When 
you knew me | had broken my hip, a very severe and 
dangerous fracture, and | left before it had entirely healed. | 
still needed a crutch to walk, and couldn't stand more than 
fifteen minutes without resting, even with my weight of the 
other leg." 
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"Oh, yes. | remember you were in considerable pain, but you 
bore it bravely." 


"If Caliban had been frail, he would never have survived," 
Dr. Brewster said, and shooed them into the dining room to 
dig into the pie. 


They took their places at the table. Mrs. Allen took up from 
where she had left off. "What | meant to say is that you've 
grown so manly. When you were... thirteen, | believe... you 
had such soft skin, softer than a girl's. And your arms look 
very strong, too. They look ready to burst out of your shirt 
Sleeves." 


"| feel as though I'm on display," Caliban said. 


"You will be, later," Doctor Brewster said. "I mean to have a 
look at that hip before we go to bed." 


"I'm afraid there's nothing you can do for it now." 


"More than fifteen years after it was fractured? No, there's 
nothing anyone could do, short of a miracle. | still want to 
examine it, though, to see how it healed and how it didn't 
heal, and the effect years of growth and use have had on it." 


“Examine and probe all you like." 
"I'd like to be at the examination," Nick said. 


"Doctor Brewster won't be able to fix it, but he'll know 
enough to tell you how you should and shouldn't use it. | 
think you're much too careless with it sometimes, and he 
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may suggest some sorta exercises or other treatments for it, 
like hot water bottles or a salve for when it's hurting you. | 
don't know." 


"Strengthening and limbering exercises, yes," the doctor 
agreed. "I think it's a good idea for your friend to be there, 
Caliban. That is, if you don't mind. A medical examination 
is... well, it's just about the most private thing I can think 
of." 


The conversation came do a dead halt for a few 


seconds when he said it. They must all have been thinking 
the same thing, even Mrs. Allen: "Except for sex." 


"| don't mind Nick being there," Caliban said. "He's more 
than welcome to look on." 


"They share a house together, Mrs. Allen," Doctor Brewster 
explained, "and if they go on living together, the day may 
come when Nick has to care for him. | couldn't say; | haven't 
seen the hip yet. | may very well not be able to say after I've 
seen it, of course," he joked. "How long have you two been 
living together, by the way?" 


"A little over three years, but we've been friends for close to 
ten. Best friends for most of them." 


"Then | suspect you'll go on being best friends. 
How did you meet?" 

"| got a job as a Stable hand at the Caldwell ranch," 
Nick replied. "Cal was my boss. Still is, sorta." 
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"Nick knows more about horses than any of us," 
Caliban explained. 


"Working with horses, eh, Caliban? I'd be surprised to hear 
you can ride them." 


"| can't, but I do. | sit sidesaddle in front of Nick, and we go 
for an hour's gallop about once a week as soon as the 
snow's gone. | steer the horse." 


"If you don't put weight on it or hold it in the same position 
for too long, and if the animal doesn't toss you about too 
much, then it's good exercise." 


"When he first came to work for us, Nick said it was a shame 
| couldn't ride. He talked me into getting up on his horse—" 


"With my help." 


"Of course | can't mount a horse by myself, Nick, you know 
that — push off on my right leg with my left in the stirrup. 
Anyway, Doctor Brewster, | was afraid to try it, but he talked 
me into it and took me out riding on the range. That's how 
we became friends." 


"It's obvious what a kind and considerate person your friend 
is. You don't find many like him here on the frontier,” Mrs. 
Allen said. 


"Oh, | wouldn't go that far," Caliban told her. 


“People mean well. We all help one another, don't we? But 
life is a struggle, and they have to give thought to 265 
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themselves. It isn't quite the dog-eat-dog law of the jungle, 
but we lead rough lives. | agree with you about Nick, 
though. He's one in a million. I'm lucky to have him for a 
friend. But | wanted to ask what we should see while we're 
in Billings. It's so big | don't know where to begin." 


"You absolutely must see our new refinery." 
"Refinery?" 


"A sugar refinery," the doctor explained, "for the sugar 
beets. We grow a lot of that around here since they put in 
the irrigation. But there is no refinery to see. They've barely 
started working on it. There's nothing there but the 
beginnings of a foundation. But they've put up a shack next 
to it where people can go and see the plans and drawings of 
what it will look like, and read explanations of the refining 
process and see photographs of the machinery in other 
refineries. It's very interesting." 


"And we have a picture show! They set it up a day or two 
ago, and it's staying in town two whole weeks," Mrs. 


Allen exclaimed enthusiastically. 


"We'd like to see that. Wouldn't we, Nick? | want to buy gifts 
for my brothers' children, too. Can recommend you a good 
store for that?" 


"How old are they?" 


The youngest is two, the oldest twenty-three." 


"Boys or girls?" 
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"All boys except Hester, who's twelve." 


"You'll have to go to more than one store to please all of 
them." 


"| don't see how we can possibly see everything we want 
and at the same time manage to buy everything on my 
brother's list." 


"Maybe we'll just hafta stay on longer." Nick smiled. 


"Stay as long as you like," the doctor said. 


* OK OOK OX 


They nearly polished off the pie and rose from the table 
stuffed, so they ate a late supper, and a light one. 


Then the doctor led Caliban and Nick to his examination 
room. Caliban took off his pants and skivvies, and hoisted 
his shirt up to give the doctor a good view of the hip. 


Doctor Brewster had Caliban bend this way and that, lift the 
leg as high as it would go, spread his legs as far as he could 
and then twist and bend again, asking if it hurt in this 
position or in that, and all the time he prodded and palpated 
and poked and percussed, and asked if that hurt too. 


Caliban told him, "It doesn't hurt, but my legs are getting 
very tired." 


Doctor Brewster had him lie on the examination 
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table, palpated and percussed some more, and then called 
Nick over and told him to feel this muscle and that muscle, 
and this tendon and that, explaining what he was supposed 
to feel there. With Nick touching him so close to his groin, 
Caliban worried he might get hard, but after a minute the 
doctor had him stand and hold his shirt chest high and walk 
around the room, forward and backward and sideways. 


Then he told Caliban to lie on the table again and massaged 
the hip, demonstrated to Nick how to do it, and had him try 
it a little. The massage was very soothing, and Caliban 
thought it felt better with Nick doing it, though Doctor 
Brewster kept correcting him and said, "Not like that. Like 
this." 


By the time they had finished, they had spent three- 
quarters of an hour in the examining room, and Caliban was 
exhausted. "I want you to do that massage on me every 
night until we leave," he said to Nick. 


"After you leave is more important," the doctor said. "On 
your way back to the ranch, sitting in the wagon all day. And 
before you leave I'll write down a set of exercises for you to 
do every morning, with pictures, although | don't draw very 
well, and show you how to do them. Nick, too, because you 
won't be able to see yourself doing them, but he can 
compare you with the pictures to see if you're doing them 
right. They'll give you five, maybe 268 
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ten years of walking more than you'd have otherwise. Now 
go to bed. You've both had a busy day." 


"Five or ten years more. How long would | have otherwise, 
then?" 


"| couldn't say." 


While they were getting into their beds, Caliban said to Nick, 
"You're right. Doctor Brewster talks a lot more than | 
remembered. Maybe it's old age." 


“Our room got two beds, but we're sleeping in one o' them, 
right?" 


"I assumed we would. We'll just have to mess up the other 
in the morning." 


Nick asked what Caliban had liked most about their day, and 
what he had liked least. 


“That's easy. What | enjoyed most was seeing Doctor 
Brewster again." 


"And least? | bet it was all that poking around your hip he 
done." 


"You're forgetting the hanging," Caliban said. 
x kx OK OX 
They had an early dinner with June and her husband the 


next evening so the boys could eat with them, and after that 
they went with Doctor Brewster to the picture show. 
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Caliban did not care for June's husband. "I hear June ran into 
you at the hanging," he said. "I'd have liked to have gone, 
but a representative from the bank came for a meeting, and 
| couldn't talk him into going. | wish | had been there to see 
him swing. People like that are lower than vermin." 


"I'd never seen a hanging before," Caliban said. 


"| think everyone needs to see a few hangings. One at least. 
They teach a valuable lesson. It wouldn't have hurt that 
man they hanged if he'd seen one or two. And when | think 
of what he did to that little boy! Who knows if he won't grow 
up liking it! We don't need any more of that kind around!" 


"For Heaven's sake, Jerome!" Julia hissed. "The children!" 
x kx OK OX 
Caliban and Nick were kept busy amusing 


themselves all week, and they had to rush to find 
everything Calvin wanted. One or two items they couldn't 
find. Nick said he was looking forward to the trip back. He 
wanted to make love again. "Well, at least we've been able 
to do those massages," Caliban said. 
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book of poetry and a history of the Montana Territory. 


Caliban bought a wooden toy horse for Brandon and light 
blue frock with a pattern of tiny pink flowers for Hester. He 
found one gift that would do for Clay, Jared and Zeke — a tin 
mess kit, with a frying pan and soup pot that screwed 
together with a wing nut to form a case that held three tin 
mugs, three plates, and three forks and spoons. He got Jake 
an expensive anatomy textbook illustrated with diagrams 
and photographs. 


Nick wasn't sure it was appropriate for a nine-year-old boy. 
"It's got pictures of naked women in it," he said. 


"And naked men, too. We can look at them on the way 
home, but don't get it dirty." 


"It's dirty already, if you take my meaning." 


They also bought themselves a toy, a double dildo like a 
prick with a head on both ends, to fuck each other with at 
the same time. 


It wasn't easy fitting everything Calvin had asked for into 
two wagons. They secured the lumber for the shelving with 
thick cord and piled it on one side of one of the wagons so 
they would have a space to sleep in, but it made the load 
uneven and the trip home a lot slower. 


They tried out the dildo their first night on the road. 
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5: 


On Friday morning, March 2, 1906, with only Caleb to help 
her, Amanda gave birth to twins, a boy and a girl. 


Both babies were healthy. Caleb rode his horse eight miles 
through three-foot-high snow the next morning to tell 
Caliban and Nick the good news. "We're gonna name 'em 
Logan and Lettie," he said. "Twins oughtta have matching 
names." 


He stayed only an hour, longer than he wanted to, Amanda 
just having given birth and at home alone with two 
newborns and a boy just turned three, but he had to get 
some warmth back in his body first. They made him coffee, 
and he drank three shots of whisky —one each for the 
babies and one for Amanda, he said— and Caliban and Nick 
each took three swallows to toast them, but only emptied 
one small quarter-full glass apiece. They lent him Caliban's 
sled to go home in. 


"It seems we're both winners," Caliban said after they had 
seen him off. "We both suck and get sucked for three 
hours." 


“But not all on the same night," Nick reminded him. 


"Of course not, or we wouldn't get any sleep. And if | 
remember correctly, | get to suck twice, because Darcie 272 
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didn't have her baby on the same day. Unless she did, and 
we don't know about it yet." 


"With the snow this deep, we ain't gonna hear till sometime 
next week." 


"Let's just hope she doesn't have twins too." 


"Or triplets, or we're still gonna be paying each other back 
in spring. But | wanna add another bet." 


"What's that?" 


"That if her baby comes before the week's out, we throw a 
fuck in with the sucking. Two fucks, because every time we 
fuck each other." 


"A three-hour suck followed by two three-hour fucks? We'll 
drop dead!" 


"No. Whoever's fucking does it until he can't fuck no more, 
then the other takes his turn. The sucks come first, o' 
course." 


"Okay then, it's a bet. But tonight is just one three-hour 
suck. The next comes next Friday, right?" 


"Yep, and by then we'll know if we get to add the fucks." 
"And if we don't, we can always throw them in later." 


"We do that anyway. Anyways it works out, it don't look like 
we'll be using our toys for a spell. Who sucks first?" 
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"Which was born first? The girl or the boy?" 


"Shit! We forgot to ask 'im. Guess we gotta flip for it. Heads 
you suck, tails | do." 


The coin landed face down. 


“How much are you willing to bet that before the three 
hours are up you have no more spit left and your jaw is 
aching?" Caliban asked. 


"No more bets. You're just gonna hafta squirt every half hour 
or so to keep my mouth from getting dry. How much you 
willing to bet that when them three hours're up your balls 
are gonna ache more'n my jaw?" 


"You said no more bets. And if you want me to squirt that 
much, you'll have to stick a finger up my ass." 


"Don't | do that all the time? And we got that dildo, too, if 
we can remember where we put it." 


They had always approached their lovemaking 


lightly and with a good dose of silliness, but once they were 
doing it, it consumed them utterly. The house was freezing, 
so they threw another couple of logs in the stove and waited 
impatiently an hour for them to burn down so they could 
bring a pail of hot charcoal into the blowjob room. 


Even with the charcoal Nick would have to wrap himself in a 
quilt and they would need another to cover Caliban from the 
waist up. His legs would have to remain exposed because 
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head buried under a quilt for three hours. 


They hung Nick's watch next to the bed and left a candle 
burning so they could see how long they were taking. 
Caliban began taking off his clothes, but Nick said no: he 
would take his clothes off for him and eat his way down to 
his prick. It was all part of the suck. "You ain't gonna have a 
lick more fun 'n I do," he said. 


Caliban stood by the bed while Nick kissed and 


licked his lips and ears and a sensitive spot on his neck right 
under the chin that felt so exquisite it made him gasp and 
sent shivers up and down his spine. It set him trembling, 
and he would have lost his balance if Nick had not been 
holding him firmly by the buttocks. Then Nick undid the top 
two buttons of Caliban's shirt and the top button of his long 
johns and kissed the soft spot over of his breast bone, and 
then another shirt button and then one on his long johns, 
gradually peeling them down over Caliban's shoulders as he 
opened them one by one. He licked and nibbled at his 
nipples for a long time after he had exposed them. 


Caliban could not remain in a standing position too long, so 
Nick sat him on the bed, pulled off his boots and socks, and 
sucked on his toes. Then he went back to unbuttoning and 

licking him until he had peeled off the shirt and tossed it to 
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hanging over his jeans, so Caliban was naked from the waist 
up. 


"Don't take too long at this," Caliban said. "It's cold in here." 


"Like | couldn't 'a figured that out by myself." 
Nick unhitched Caliban's belt and opened the 


buttons on his denims, and Caliban lifted his rear high 
enough for Nick to pull the dungarees and long johns 
halfway down his thighs. "Why ain't you hard yet?" Nick 
complained. 


"Because I'm cold." 


"Well, I'll warm it up for you, but I ain't letting the rest o' you 
warm up till it's nice and hard." 


Even soft, Caliban had a lot of cock hanging 


between his legs, more than enough to keep Nick busy and 
amused. Nick blew on it, then he slipped his tongue under 
the foreskin and ran it in circles around the head, peeled it 
back and tongued the flap of skin below Caliban's pee slit. 


When Caliban's had swollen to three-quarters full and had 
started leaking, Nick sucked the shaft into his mouth. 


Caliban couldn't tell if it was the cold or Nick that was giving 
him goose bumps. 


Nick sucked greedily until Caliban's cock was as big as it got 
and was lodged a good inch down his throat. 


Then he pulled his dungarees and long johns to his knees so 
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he could get at his balls. 


After Nick had spent a few minutes on his balls, Caliban 
complained, "How long are you going to make me freeze like 
this?" 


Nick looked at the watch. "We still got a little more'n two 
and a half hours." 


"I'll catch pneumonia." 


Nick lifted Caliban's legs, laid him back on the bed, and 
covered him with a quilt from the belly button up, including 
his head. Then he took off his dungarees and long johns. 
“Don't you peek, now," he said. "I'm taking off my clothes. 
First my shirt... next my boots... now my pants... 


You're right, it is goddamn cold." He wrapped a quilt around 
himself and knelt between Caliban's legs, throwing the ends 
of the quilt over his lover's calves and feet. 


"There! Now you're all covered up. Well, almost all. The 
parts that ain't it's up to me to keep warm. Just let me grab 
that other pillow so's | can stick it under your ass and get at 
your tight and tasty little puckery hole." 


Not being able to see what Nick was doing or 


predict where he would put his mouth next made the 
blowjob more exciting for Caliban. The sensation of 
defenselessness and being at his lover's mercy always 
made sex more thrilling. Whatever Nick did would feel 
wonderful. The only risk was that it would feel unbearably 
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wonderful. 
Caliban and Nick could read each other's bodies 


like a primer they had memorized forward and back. They 
could keep each other on the edge of orgasm indefinitely — 


a distinct advantage when you have to suck a guy's prick for 
three hours straight— and could get it to explode with a 
well-placed kiss or love bite, or the flick of a tongue or of a 
finger, sometimes just with a word. 


Nick began his tongue bath. He teased every inch of 
exposed skin, licking along the lines between Caliban's legs 
and scrotum at the base of his torso, slavering over his 
balls, and munching on his pubic hair while he twirled his 
fingers around the length of his shaft and his thumb toyed 
with the head of his prick. He licked the cleft between his 
cheeks, working his way down to his hole, and held his 
buttocks apart to nibble on it with his lips and tongue it 
gingerly, gradually worming the tip inside almost to his 
sphincter. Then he popped in a finger and went back to the 
tongue bath. Caliban squirmed and sighed in ecstasy and 
begged for a second finger. 


"Patience, buddy." 


Before Caliban got that second finger, he got to feel Nick's 
thumb in his ass and his free fingers pawing his balls while 
Nick worked over his knob. Whenever he felt Caliban's 
prostate begin to swell, he gave his balls a 278 
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squeeze and bit his belly, bringing it back down to size. 


Caliban's dick had oozed all the pre-cum his 


prostate could muster. Nick sat up, his left hand gently 
playing with Caliban's shaft and two fingers of his right 
shoved up his ass. "My mouth's all dried up," he said, "and 
my back's getting sore. | shoulda put a glass o' cider near 
the pail so's | could take a swig o' something wet and 
warm." 


"| told you it would happen." 


"And | told you how | was gonna take care of it: with your 
juice." He leant forward onto his lover's agonizingly 
sensitive, unsatiated prick and deep-throated him, swishing 
his tongue from side to side over the bulging tube on the 
underside of his shaft. A fraction of a second of pressure on 
his prostate and Caliban went into spasms and filled his 
mouth with enough jism to fill an eighth of that cider glass 
Nick wished he had brought. Nick held the throbbing cock in 
his mouth until it had stopped jerking about and gone 
flaccid. 


"One hour and fifty minutes," Nick crowed. "We got enough 
time left for you to shoot two more times at least." 


Caliban moved the quilt off his face and took deep breath of 
cold air. "I don't think | can take any more." 
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you?" 


"How about a ten-minute break?" 


"Nope." 


"Not even two, while you get yourself a glass of cider to put 
next to the pail?" 


"Nope, but I'll work you back up slow and easy." 
"First lie on top of me and kiss me." 
True to his promise, Nick took his time getting 


Caliban hard again. He probably needed every minute, his 
friend was so drained. He revived his lover's limp and 
languid member by massaging his hip and belly and upper 
thighs for a good quarter-hour before using his mouth, but 
they counted it as preliminaries, and therefore part of the 
blowjob. 


"That feels good," Caliban said. 

"But not better'n my mouth, I hope." 

"It's a different kind of good." 

"You oughtta try that massage on me sometimes. 
How come we never thought o' that?" 


Caliban laughed. "I'll have to if I'm going to make my sucks 
last three hours each." 


"It's not as hard as you think." 
"It's not hard at all!" 


"Not all the way, but it's getting there. Get your head back 
down under that quilt, and I'll go for round two." 
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"I'll suffocate." 


"You don't know nothing about suffocating. Try breathing 
with a gigantic prick stuffed down the back o' 


your throat for three hours," Nick countered, and he stuffed 
Caliban's gigantic prick down the back of his throat. 


Except for his left middle finger, lodged where two fingers of 
his other hand had lodged during the previous blowjob, this 
time Nick gave his full attention to the shaft and only the 
Shaft. He rocked back and forth on his knees, his right palm 
cupped over Caliban's balls, ready to close his fist around 
the member he was sucking when he rocked backward and 
all but the head slid from his mouth. Caliban, who had been 
bathed in sweat by the time Nick had finished sucking him 
before, had pushed the quilt to the side and lay exposed to 
the cold he no longer felt, his fingers entwined in Nick's hair, 
opening and closing as if he were massaging his scalp, and 
whimpering softly. Nick increased his pace and tightened his 
fist around the shaft as he pumped it, until Caliban's 
whimpers grew into a succession of ever louder staccato 
exhales; then Nick pulled back from his prick, and its juices 
spurted all over his face. 


Nick fell forward onto Caliban's quivering frame, his erection 
pressing against Caliban's belly. When he had caught his 
breath, Caliban whispered, "The problem with 281 
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"Only this time. Next Friday we start adding on them fucks." 


" If Darcie has her baby. I'll bring you off by hand when the 
three hours are up." 


"That's right neighborly o' you, Banni. My back can't take no 
more o' this, though. You get on your side, and I'll slide 
down in the bed and do the next one facing you." 


"Already?" 


"Sure. It ain't my mouth that's tuckered out, it's my back. 
Okay, so's my jaw, but my tongue and lips're just fine." 


Caliban had gone completely limp when Nick 


finished his third blowjob and slid into bed next to him. He 
snuggled up against him, but he gasped and winced when 
Nick lay his hand over his prick and balls. The head and 
underside of his shaft were always sensitive after sex, but 
never this sensitive. 


"| looked at the watch, and we went ten minutes over," Nick 
said. "That means you gotta give me ten more minutes 
when it's your turn." 


"It means the next time you suck me, you go ten minutes 
less. Believe me, | won't feel gypped." 
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6. 

Caliban and Nick were awakened by someone 


banging on their front door an hour before sunup Thursday 
morning. They had bolted it so the wind wouldn't blow it 
open. Nick got out of bed, wrapped a quilt around his body, 
and went to see who it was. Calvin was stamping his feet on 
their doorstep, his gloved hands in his armpits, his hat and 
coat thick with the blowing snow that had built up on them, 
melted, and refrozen. 


"Darcie had a boy," Nick said. 
"How'd you know?" 


"You wouldn't 'a rode your horse twelve miles through four- 
five foot o' snow if it was a girl. How's Darcie doing?" 


"Just fine. Birth went off without a hitch. Easiest she ever 
had." 


Darcie might not have agreed with him. It had gone more 
quickly than her first, but she was a lot older, so it was 
harder on her body. 


"That's good. You tell 'er for me she done a good job when 
you're back home. She oughtta be real pleased with herself. 
Bet she's proud as a two-year-old showing his ma the first 
turd he done in the potty." 
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Calvin took it as a compliment. Nick went on, "You go sit 
yourself down. I'll light a fire under the coffee pot and wake 
up Cal, and then I'll be heading back to my bed if you don't 
mind. It's freezing out, and I'm sleepy." 


"You always sleep in the raw, Nick?" 


"When | been out plowing my way through snow up to my 
chest and every stitch | got on me is soaked through and | 
ain't got no clean long johns to put on, yeah, when it's time 
for bed | sleep in the raw." 


Nick knocked on the door of the room he had just left and 
yelled, "Hey, Cal, wake up and get your ass on out here. 
Your brother's stopped by. Got something he wants to tell 
you." Then he crossed to the bedroom he hadn't been 
sleeping in. As he was closing the door behind him, he said, 


“Forgot about that fire for the coffee. You do it, will ya? 


I'm cold running around in just this blanket and no shoes on 
my feet. And congratulations. Don't forget to tell Darcie 
what | said." 


Calvin stirred up the embers, tossed some more 


wood in the stove, and put on the coffee pot. Caliban came 
out of his room wearing a sweater, heavy slippers and wool 
socks, a scarf, and a coat. "It's a cold morning to be out, 
Calvin," he said. "You must be proud and pleased as punch 
that Darcie had a boy. I'm very happy for you both." 


"You heard me tell Nick, | guess." 
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"No, | Know because you rode all this way through the snow 
to tell us. Are you still set on calling him Calvin Jr.?" 


"It's a fine name. | can't figure out why Calhoun and Caleb 
didn't do like me and name their oldest boys after 
themselves." 


“Maybe they were afraid the ranch would be 


overrun with men whose names began with Cal. Nobody 
would be sure who was talking to whom. Anyway, Clay's a 
close enough name." 


“That was his grandpa's name, not his pa's." 

"| wouldn't name my son Caliban." 

"No, Caliban's a weird name. | wonder how pa thought it 
up." 

"He's a character in Shakespeare." 

"Now Calvin, that's a fine name. Distinguished. I'm glad | 
was first born so's | could get it. If you'd'a been a girl, Ma 
and Pa'd a had a whole slew o' names to pick from that 
begun with Cal, and wouldn't 'a had to go rummaging 


around in no Shakespeare. Hey, ain't you listening to me? It 
looks like your mind's wandering." 


"I'm doing some mental calculations. Nick and | bet whether 
the babies would be boys or girls, and who would have what 


and how far apart, and since Amanda had one of each it's 
made everything hopelessly complicated. I'm 286 
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Nick, who had been listening for Calvin to leave so he could 
get back in bed with Caliban, yelled from his room, "I owe 
you one more, you owe me two, and we owe each other 
three." 


"Are you sure?" Caliban called back to him. 


"That don't make no sense," Calvin said. "Well, | better be 
moving on. | still ain't told Caleb, and | gotta get back to 
Darcie. You and Nick can argue till you get that dumb bet of 
yours straightened out." 


"Aren't you going to tell Calhoun?" 


"I'll let Julia tell 'im." And he got into his coat and boots and 
set out for Caleb's place. 


Nick came out of his room wrapped in the quilt. 


"Look at you, all bundled up! And me with bare legs and 
nothing but a quilt thrown over my shoulders." 


"I've nothing on under the sweater and pants," 


Caliban said. "Do we have to wait for tomorrow, or can we 
start now?" 


"Gotta be on a Friday, so we pay off tomorrow night and two 
more Fridays running. And we oughtta take turns, don't you 


think?" 
"Absolutely." 


"Then tomorrow you suck me, then I suck you, and then you 
suck me again. But that ain't no reason we can't do 287 
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stuff now; just means we can't do what we agreed on. Let's 
go back and play it by ear. A kinda free-for-all. Everyone 
does whatever they want." 


"| want you to lift up that comforter in back and bend over 
the table so | can fuck you." 


"It's too damn cold. Whatever we do gets done in bed," he 
said, and went into Caliban's room. 


"A free-for-all sounds like a wrestling match," 
Caliban called after him. 
That is exactly what they had. Nick took the 


mattresses off both beds and laid them next to each other 
on the floor. Then they piled on all the quilts and blankets in 
the house, got naked —which Nick already was— got under 
the bedcovers, and rolled around on the mattresses, over 
and under and over each other, laughing and having sex. 


x kx OK OX 
Caliban had the foresight to leave a glass of cider by the 


bed when it was his turn. To get Nick ready for his three- 
hour suck, he had to have him sit up in bed and kneel 


beside him to undress him. Nor could Caliban stay on his 
knees for three hours while he bobbed up and down on his 
pole. If he was not going to be too stiff to fuck him 288 
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afterward, he would have to vary his position often by 
sitting next to him cross-legged or lying on his left side or on 
his back with Nick straddling his face, which was the best 
way to get at Nick's ass. The temptation proved too great 
for Nick, and more than once Caliban had to swat his face 
off to the side and scold him. "Uh-uh! | give and you get. 
Naughty boy!" 


"Gonna turn me over your knee?" 


"You're too heavy; it'd hurt my hip." And he gave him a 
resounding smack on the rump. 


"Ow! That smarts!" 


"Now keep your hands to yourself, cheater, and your mouth 
too! And no fucking my face, either. You're supposed to stay 
as still as possible." 


"What if it feels too good and | can't stop myself?" 


"Wriggle and squirm as much as you have to, but no 
thrusting! Hey! | said hands to yourself. Are you asking for 
another slap on the ass?" 


"Maybe." 


Caliban smacked him so hard his palm stung. "If a smack on 
the rear excites you so much, you'll have to wait three more 


weeks to play that game." 

"Ain't it fun for you, too?" 

"It's more fun squeezing your cheeks." 
"Can't you do both?" 

289 

The City of Lovely Brothers 

Anel Viz 


"I'll stick to squeezing, thank you. | call the shots tonight. By 
the way, guess what | found in the bottom drawer." He 
reached under the pillow, pulled out the old dildo, greased it 
with lard, and worked it into Nick's ass. 


Nick fell forward, his face and shoulders flat on the 
mattress, and let out a low moan. "So it'll be all nice and 
loose for my prick when the time comes," Caliban said. 


"I can't wait." 


"Well, you have to. About two more hours. Isn't my mouth 
good enough for you?" 


"Not when you're using it to jaw. Now get back to sucking 
my balls." 


Nick had a beautiful ass, the kind of ass Caliban would have 
had if both his legs were the same length. 


When Caliban lay on top of it, it molded to the hollow 
formed by his belly, hips and thighs like a ball of bread 
dough left to rise in a round-bottomed mixing bowl. 


Caliban was enamored of it, but tonight was three-hour 
blowjob night, and he had to concentrate on his prick. 


Viewed from behind with Nick's generous ball sack hanging 
low in front of it, Caliban had to content himself pumping it 
gently with his left hand while he twisted the dildo in Nick's 
ass with his right. He let go of the dildo long enough to 
shove his friend gently to the right so they would both be 
lying on their left sides and he could get his mouth 290 
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It was smaller than Caliban's, but more than a little bigger 
than average, with an upward bend and a tapering head 
sheathed in a tight-fitting foreskin. Caliban's organ was 
beautiful in its own right, and the body it hung from was 
beautiful. Nick's suited his flat stomach, muscular legs and 
perfectly rounded, dimpled backside to a tee and was, for 
Caliban, a source of endless fascination and awe because of 
the man attached to it. Both men were somewhat unique for 
late nineteenth and early twentieth-century cowboys in that 
they were naturally fastidious and would have kept their 
genitals squeaky clean even without the pleasure of bathing 
together. If one of them had been sweating profusely all day 
at work or in the heat or summer, or if the odor of horse had 
permeated through Nick's clothing to his skin, the other felt 
no compunction about mentioning it to him. They were 
always open about everything, so the musky man-scent of 
their crotches always had a fresh smell and their pricks 
never tasted rancid. A three-hour blowjob took its toll on 
their jaw muscles, but was otherwise, paradoxically, as 


relaxing and invigorating as a dip in the river, a ride across 
the prairie, or a nap in the noonday sun. 


"Reach down and grab me that glass, will you, please," 
Caliban asked, "so | can take a sip." 
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The cider was hot and steaming from sitting next to the pail 
of charcoal. Caliban filled his mouth and held the liquid 
there, then he slipped Nick's cock between his lips and 
sucked it into the hot bath for a new and startling sensation. 
The copious pre-cum oozing from Nick mingled its 
sweetness with the tart taste of apples. To milk a saltier 
taste into the mixture, Caliban pressed his hand deep into 
Nick's belly directly above his pelvic girdle and flicked his 
tongue on the underside of his shaft right beneath the 
glans. 


Nick had come three times, just as Caliban had the week 
before. "You'll hafta fuck me first," he said. "My nuts're 
wrung out. | ain't got a drop o' juice left in me. And take 
your time. It'll be awhile before | can build some more up." 


Nick's hole was gaping from the dildo's penetration, and 
Caliban was able to shove right in, the way Nick liked it 
when he was nice and loose. Nick exhaled suddenly and 
tightened his cheeks around Caliban's rod. "Whoa!" he said. 


"Just hold it there a minute. There ain't no contest between 
a live cock and a dildo. The real thing wins every time. At 
least yours does." 


Caliban wanted to make it last and last, but his hip was tired 
after three hours of sucking and he hadn't come yet, so his 
prick was quick on the draw— for him. Instead 292 
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of lasting and lasting, it merely lasted. He lay with his face 
pressed against his lover's back and his right arm clutching 
him around the chest, panting heavily. 


"That was terrific," Nick said. "I'm ready now. You ready?" 


“Ready and eager. But I'm not stretched out. Be sure to go 
in slowly." 


"You on your back with your knees over my 
shoulders?" 

"It's your fuck. You call the shots." 
"Speaking of which, you shot yet?" 

"Deep inside you. Couldn't you tell?" 


"Well, you're gonna shoot again in about twenty minutes, 
and I'm gonna lick it all up offa your belly." 


"Not allowed. It was my night to suck." 


What to do with the ejaculate if the one who came was the 
one designated to suck that night was a thorny problem. 
They solved it by having Nick scoop it up with his fingers, 
feed it to Caliban, and then kiss him. It worked well the next 
two Fridays, too. 


The Friday after they had both paid off all their bets was 
love night again. "What're we gonna do tonight?" Nick 
asked. "We done what we promised. We're free to do pretty 
much anything." 


293 
The City of Lovely Brothers 
Anel Viz 


"We've done pretty much everything, Nick. Maybe you 
should just read me what you've written in your diary over 
the past few weeks and we can call it a night." 


Nick grinned. "By the time | finish reading all | wrote, we can 
call it a morning." 


Nick opened his diary and read the story of their bet and its 
aftermath. Then he closed the notebook and said as if 
frustrated with himself, "I make it sound like all we got going 
for us is our mouths and pricks and assholes." 


Caliban laughed. "It does, sort of." 


"We ain't like that, are we, Cal? What | wrote here ain't half 
o' it, ain't even the tiniest fraction of a half." 


Caliban smiled. "But it's the fun part." 
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7. 


"Something bothering you, Cal, or you just tired?" 


They had cleared the supper table, and were standing side 
by side washing the dishes. 


"Huh?" 

"| asked if there's something bothering you." 

"No. Do I look like there is?" 

"It's just that I'm saying things and you keep going 


‘Uh-huh, uh-huh’, like you ain't really listening. You got 
something on your mind?" 


"Yeah, | suppose | do, but not in the sense that there's 
something | have to get off my chest. It's more something | 
can't stop thinking about, like a tune that keeps going 
through your head, and so my mind wanders. It's nothing 
important." 


"Maybe the way to forget about it is to say it out loud. Why 
don't ya tell me what it is, and we can talk about it instead 
of the lot o' small talk | was yakking about?" 


"It was just some stupid incident at school that looked as 
though it would turn ugly and then got straightened out, 
something I'd like to put behind me, and instead | find 
myself dwelling on it." 
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were back working the stables?" They had decided that 
Caliban would not go back to the stables in spring, after 
having been in charge of them for twelve years. 


"| like being a schoolteacher, but it has its bad days like any 
other kind of work. Horses can be stubborn, and sometimes 
they're feisty, but they don't answer you back." 


"| can guess who you mean. You could also say a kid won't 
buck up and throw you outta the saddle and break your 
hip." 


Caliban had been conducting a reading lesson that morning 
for the younger children— Calvin Jr., Caleb's twins, anda 
small handful of hired hands' kids; Brandon was working on 
math problems with the other ten-to-twelve-year-olds; and 
Jake, now seventeen, was 


Supervising one fourteen- and two thirteen-year-old boys on 
a science project in a far corner of the church-schoolroom. 
Usually children's education stopped at age twelve on the 
ranch, but Caliban had asked their parents to allow these 
three to continue their studies, and since he had said they 
were bright boys who might go on to study agronomy or 
even become engineers and there was little work for them 
to do in winter, they had given permission in spite of the 
cost. In addition to supplying three cords of wood to heat 
the school in winter, families paid a ten-dollar fee for every 
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Caliban's none-too-generous salary. The slates and chalk 
they bought from the general store, and Calvin pocketed 
that money. When he became the schoolteacher, Caliban 


had, after much arguing, forced Calvin to buy schoolbooks, 
which the children shared. Some of these had begun to 
wear out, and he would soon have to get Calvin to replace 
them. 


The other exception was Jake, Caliban's most 


brilliant pupil, who had stayed in school until sixteen, 
studying under Caliban's supervision from books Caliban 
sent for on three-month loan from the public library in 
Billings. He had already succeeded in training the boy to 
speak correct English, though Jake only bothered to do so 
when speaking with his schoolteacher uncle or giving 
lessons. Jake had ambitions to become a doctor, and now 
that he was no longer a pupil, he rode to Nick and Caliban's 
every Tuesday and Thursday after school for private tutoring 
to prepare for college entrance exams and stayed for 
supper before riding home. To help his nephew earn the 
extra money he would need to attend medical school two or 
three years from then, halfway through the previous school 
year Caliban had asked him to be his assistant starting next 
winter to supplement what he earned on the ranch in spring 
and summer. Jake was especially gifted in science, not one 
of Caliban's strongest subjects. 
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Finding the money to pay him had proved a 


challenge. They could not ask the parents of the older boys 
to pay more. It had taken a good deal of convincing before 
they were willing to pay at all for a boy older than twelve. 


Calvin said that since he was Caliban's assistant, Caliban 
ought to pay him out of his own salary, or to consider the 
evening tutoring sessions his payment. Calhoun said that no 
son of his would work for nothing at Calvin's school except 
over his dead body. Jake protested that it was Caliban's 
school, not Calvin's, but the fact remained that the main 
reason for him to help Caliban was to have the extra 
income. 


It was Nick who found the solution. Until then only the 
workers’ families had had to pay for their children's 
schooling; as co-owners of the ranch, the brothers did not. 


If they, too, were charged, there would be forty dollars for 
Jake, ninety if they were charged retroactively for the year 
then in session. "But if you ask me, you should get them 
extra fifty, since Jake's still in school. Forty's good pay fora 
kid without no certificate." 


Caliban thought it was fair to make the brothers pay, but 
starting the coming year. "It's asking a bit much of Caleb to 
come up with sixty dollars on the spur of the moment." 
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in Calv's pocket, and Houn'll be more than happy to pay ten 
for Jake's last year if it means Calv gotta pay every year 
until his brat's twelve or thirteen. How much'll that make? 


Eighty? Ninety?" 
"Eighty. I 


"And it ain't no question but you're underpaid. 


Besides, Cleb'll only hafta cough up thirty now. He won't be 
paying the next thirty till fall, after the drive." 


"| guess you're right on both counts." 


"The trick is, you gotta get the money from Cleb and Hooner 
first, or Calv won't go along with it. Stick 'im with a... What's 
that fancy French word you use for it?" 


"A fait accompli." 

"Yeah. Stick 'im with one of those." 

Calhoun and Caleb had agreed immediately and 

handed him the money. "Now I'm going with you to Calv's, 
‘cause on your own you'd back down," Nick said. 


"I'm taking you with me, but not for that. I'm taking you to 
show | won't." 


To say Calvin would not go for the idea was an 


understatement. "How come we gotta pay too all of a 
sudden?" he protested. "What good's it being an owner if 
you don't get special privileges?" 


"We have plenty of special privileges, Calvin," 
Caliban said calmly. 
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"I'd like to hear what Caleb and Calhoun say about it!" 
“They've already paid." 


That shut Calvin up, but not for long. "Don't it count for 
nothing that | let you have my church for a schoolhouse?" 


"How is it your church? You're always saying it's everybody's 
church, not just yours." 


"| paid for the lumber and paid the workers that built it." 
"We all chipped in for the lumber, if | remember rightly—" 
"You didn't." 


"| wasn't eighteen yet. And if | had a kid I'd pay, too, though 
I'd be the one teaching him." 


"Meaning you'd be paying yourself." 


"And you didn't pay the workers extra for it. You made it 
part of their job." 


“Took 'em away from what | was paying ‘em for, didn't it?" 
"What we all were paying them for, including me. 


Their wages come out of the ranch's money, not out of your 
pocket." 


"| pay for the preacher." 
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comes out here. The rest comes outta the collection plate, 
which you put into same as everybody, if you ain't just 
pretending. Way | see it, if Caleb's paying for three, there 
ain't reason you shouldn't pay for one." 


"But ten whole dollars!" 


Nick spoke up for the first time. "From what | hear, your kid's 
worth twice as much. He's a real handful in that schoolroom, 
ain't he, Cal?" 


"That's 'cause Calvin spoils the boy," Darcie said. 


"You talking about my kid to strangers behind my back, 
Caliban?" 


Darcie took over the conversation again. "Nick ain't no 
stranger, Calvin. He's been living with Caliban going on 
twelve years." 


"Been that long? Ain't he thinking of marrying someday? You 
must be around forty by now, Nick." 


"Nick'll be thirty-five later this winter. His birthday's a little 
before mine," Caliban said. 


Darcie pointed out that Caleb had waited until 
thirty-eight to get married. "And look at Calhoun's boys. 
They ain't married, and Clay's thirty-two." 


"Nick's just waiting for the right woman to show up," Caliban 
said, "but all the women here are already married, and we 
don't get off the ranch much." 


"I think Hester's sweet on him," Darcie said. 
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Calvin bristled at that. "Nick's almost twice her age. 
Besides, | don't want my little girl marrying no ranch hand. 


You seen what happened with Betsy and Tilda. Don't hardly 
never see 'em no more." 


Caliban did not like hearing him call Nick a ranch hand. 


"| couldn't marry Hester," Nick said. "I look on her as my 
cousin." 


"Cousins marry, Nick," Darcie said. 
"Not in this family they don't," Calvin muttered. 


"But you're avoiding the question, Calvin," Darcie said. 
“Caliban come here to get ten dollars for Calvin Jr.'s 
schooling." 


"Whose side you on anyway, Darcie?" 

"On the side of what's fair. Ten dollars ain't gonna break us." 
"I bought the schoolbooks." 

“Which our Hester used, too." 


Calvin clammed up, as if stonewalling would make Caliban 
and Nick go away and forget about it. After a couple of 


minutes of listening to his silence, Darcie said, 
"No one likes a stingy man, Calvin." 
"| ain't being stingy. I'm standing up for my rights." 


"Caliban deserves more pay for what he does. You paid like 
everyone else for Miss Sachs." 
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"Miss Sachs got three dollars a pupil; Caliban gets ten." 


"Miss Sachs was a woman, and she got a house, and all her 
food from the ranch free of charge." 


"Don't Caliban got a house?" 


“That Caleb built, and they both paid for the lumber and the 
men who helped build it, which you didn't. And don't go 
telling me he gets his food. Honest, Calvin, it's his ranch 
too!" 


"I'll pay three dollars, like | did Miss Sachs." 
"You'll pay ten." 


"It's a good thing he doesn't know them forty next year is 
for Jake, or he'd 'a never give in," Nick said after they left, 
“no matter what Darcie said. Can't give Jake any of that fifty 
you're getting for this year, or there'll be another blow-out 
‘twixt him and Hooner." 


* OK OOK OX 


Nick's comment, how teaching Calvin Jr. for a year was 
worth twenty dollars, had passed through Caliban's mind 
that morning during the reading lesson. The boy was worth 
at least thirty. Caleb's three didn't give him half the trouble. 
The kid had been in a foul mood since he got to school, and 
had interrupted Lettie in the middle of her 303 
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reading to blurt out, "This is a stupid story!" It was; most of 
the stories were, and the boy's father had chosen the book 
instead of letting Caliban pick the books he would be 
teaching from, because, as he said, he was paying for them. 


"It's what there is in our book, Calvin Jr., and there are a lot 
of words in it for you to learn." 


"Well, | don't wanna read it no more!" 


"Anymore," Caliban corrected him, "and you will read it, 
along with the rest of your classmates. Go on reading, 
please, Lettie." 


"Don't wanna hear it neither," Calvin Jr. said so loudly the 
children in the other groups turned to look at them. And he 
began to sing at the top of his voice so Lettie wouldn't be 
able to. 


"You stop that racket and behave yourself!" Caliban ordered. 


"How're you gonna stop me? You gonna give mea 
whupping? You wouldn't dare. You ain't got the right to." 


Caliban kept a cane in the corner of the schoolroom. 


He had only used it once since he'd begun teaching, and 
only gave the boy three whacks with it. Even thinking about 
hitting a child made him feel terrible, but he answered, "I 
have the right to, if | think it's necessary. I'm your uncle and 
your teacher, and this is my school. Your cousin Jake has the 
right, too." 
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"Yeah, Jake'd do it. My pa and his is mad at each other." 
" Are mad at each other." 


"You want me to take the stick to him, Uncle Caliban?" Jake 
asked. 


"I'll handle it, Jake." 
“How're you gonna handle it?" Calvin Jr. asked defiantly. 


Caliban quietly lifted him by his shirt collar and the seat of 
his pants and tossed him into the street. "You can come 
back when you're ready to behave yourself." Then he calmly 
closed the door and resumed the reading lesson. 


* OK OOK OX 


"You shoulda let Jake hit 'im," Nick said. "He was right, you 
know. You wouldn't'a done it yourself. Why didn't you let 
'im?" 


"Calvin's figured out that he and Caleb are how we got the 
money to pay Jake. Could you imagine what he'd do if he 


thought he was paying Calhoun's son ten dollars to beat his 
son?" 


Nick laughed. "I don't see much what he could do, except go 
rail on Hooner on account o' Jake done it. And Hooner 'd 
laugh in his face." 
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"He wouldn't. You don't know half of it." 
"What's to know?" 


"Old family history | never told you. | expect Jake doesn't 
know it either, or he wouldn't have offered to cane him for 
me. When I was six, Calvin dragged Calhoun to the 
woodshed and beat the tar out of him. Made him cry." 


"Hooner cry? | can't imagine old Houn crying. How old was 
he? Sixteen? Seventeen?" 


"Fifteen." 
"Still can't picture it." 


"He more than cried; he was screaming bloody murder. 
Calvin left him all bruised, and his ass was bleeding from 
where the whip cut him right through his pants. | saw the 
scars." 


"Christ! What'd the kid do?" 


"Got Julia pregnant." 


Nick started laughing. "Good for him! And at fifteen no 
less!" 


"Calvin made them get married." 


"Well, it worked out good, didn't it? So Clay ain't no seven- 
month baby after all. He was born out of wedlock." 


"Conceived out of wedlock." 


"Don't start with them long sexy words o' yours now. | want 
to hear more of this." 
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“There's no more to tell, except that | think Calhoun's never 
forgiven Calvin for that beating, not so much the beating as 
that Julia saw him crying. And on top of that, Calvin made 
her rub the lard into his backside to heal it. You won't tell 
Clay, will you?" 


Nick was laughing. "Hell, no. I like Clay too much, and | 
wouldn't want to embarrass Julia." 


"What's so funny?" 


"Picturing Julia smearing lard on Hooner's fifteen-year-old 
ass. Musta been cute as a button then. It's damn nice now 
he's in his forties. Remember how he took off 'is pants for us 
that night he come to tell you about the fences?" 


"As | remember it, he wasn't taking his off, he was putting 
yours on." 


"Didn't mean it literally. See all them big words you taught 
me? Ain't | sexy?" He made a grab at Caliban's crotch. 


"You're sexy when you use the wrong words and awful 
grammar, too, which is all the time." 


"Like my testy-culls, and my ay-nuss, and my papoose—" 
“Prepuce." 


"Hey, you ain't interested, are you? We expecting Jake 
tonight?" 
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"No, Jake's lesson is Friday this week." 


“Then it must be that thing with Calv's kid. It didn't end 
there, did it?" 


"No. As | told you, it turned ugly." 
Hester, twenty years old and not yet married, 


worked with her father at the general store. Calvin had seen 
his son playing in the street through the window and sent 
Hester to ask why he wasn't in school. 


"Cause Uncle Caliban said | didn't hafta read the story the 
others're reading." 


"Well, that don't mean you can go off and play. You get on 
up to the house and help Mamma." 


Darcie was not as easily deceived. She got more of the story 
out of him, how Caliban had thrown him out. She took him 
by the arm and marched him back to the 


schoolhouse, where Jake told her the rest. 


"You sassed your Uncle Caliban like that?" Darcie said, ready 
to explode. "Don't you think for a second I'm gonna put with 
it!" She went for the cane and thrashed him hard in front of 
the children until he was crying and sputtering that he'd 
never to do it again. Then she made him apologize to 
Caliban. She must have whacked him a dozen times. 


"He deserved it." 
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because | used a big word— which | admit might teach him 
a lesson, but the other children made fun of him after she 
left, and | had to threaten them with the cane to get them to 
stop. | wouldn't have used it, of course, but still... And that 
beating was as disruptive as Calvin Jr. carrying on." 


"I'll let you get away with humiliated, but disruptive is just 
too fine a word. C'mere and kiss me." 


Caliban smiled, shrugged, and went to get the kiss that 
wouldn't stop there. "I'd love to see the scene Calv makes 
when he finds out what Darcie done," Nick whispered in his 
sexiest voice as he nuzzled his face into Caliban's neck. 


The scene Calvin made lasted almost two hours, 


and the noise Calvin and Darcie made yelling at each other 
carried all the way to the bunkhouse. Calvin Jr. cowered in 
his room the whole time. He heard his father taking his side, 
but he knew the influence his mother had on him and was 
afraid he would come into his room and give him a second 
beating. Calvin didn't, but he did not come for their nightly 
father-son chat, either. 
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8. 


Jake had to help his family get their house ready for winter 
that week, so he rescheduled his private lesson with Caliban 
for Friday. They had to stuff cloth around the window frames 
to keep out the draughts, hang heavy burlap curtains in 
front of them, make sure every outside and inside door fit 
properly and closed tightly, and fill in any cracks that had 
developed since last winter. Theirs was the biggest house 
for miles around, two stories and five bedrooms, with two 
windows in each bedroom, an 


enormous kitchen, a separate dining room, and two parlors. 
"What would anybody want two parlors for?" 


Calhoun used to grumble. The Johnson house was a very 
unranchlike ranch house, but the Johnsons had been very 
unranchlike ranchers. 


Caliban and Nick did not have to do as much to 


theirs and could put it off for a while. They had only three 
windows and one door, and their entire house would have fit 
into Calhoun's two parlors and half his dining room. 


On Friday, Jake stayed behind to sweep out the 


schoolroom, bank the embers in the stove, and lock up the 
church while Caliban drove the wagon home. Calvin did not 
want anyone in his church "who had no business there," 
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in other words, except Sunday. Then Jake got on his horse 
and rode to Caliban's for his lesson in history and current 
affairs. 


Caliban was sitting at the table resting his leg on a second 
chair when Jake arrived. Nick met him at the door. 


"So what's the week at the school been like for you, Jake?" 


"Quiet, since Tuesday. | suppose Uncle Caliban told you what 
happened." 


"He did, but he didn't hafta. The whole ranch knows about 
it. | woulda guessed there was something afoot from the 
way Calvin's been glaring at him even if nobody said a word. 
I'm glad he finally broke down and tossed 'im out on 


‘iS ass." 


“Personally, I'd have whaled on him. I've wanted to for 
weeks, but Uncle Caliban wouldn't let me. He says discipline 
is his responsibility." 


"It seems to have worked out for the best," Caliban said, 
"but | still don't feel good about it. There has to be another 
way to keep a kid in line. | don't have to punish the others, 
at least not with the stick." 


"It don't got nothing to do with you," Nick said. 
"The real problem is the boy's father." 


Jake agreed. "With the other kids all you have to do is say 
you'll send a note home to their parents, because they know 
they'll get it if you do. But I'd say the problem was 311 
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Uncle Calvin, not is. His son's the problem now." 
"Come sit down and let's get started,” Caliban said. 
"| thought you came here to discuss history. Calvin Jr. 
acting disruptive in class isn't history." 

"| bet you wish it was," Nick teased. 

First Caliban quizzed his nephew on last week's 


lesson on the American presidency, and then they worked 
through some materials on the Indian uprisings Caliban had 
put together for him. Jake remarked that the subject must 
not have seemed like history to Caliban, who had lived 
through them. 


“They haven't bothered us since I've been alive," 


Caliban said, "though we're not that far from where they 
wiped out General Custer. | was one year old then. Caleb 
says he remembers sitting up all night with every rifle in the 
house loaded while my grandpa waited for an attack which 
never came. | passed through one of their 


reservations on my way to Laramie, and all | saw there was 
a lot of poverty and misery. It's hard to believe that just ten 
years ago they were a danger to us." 


"Pa said his grandpa had to fight off Indians." 


"No surprise there. Our grandpa was the first settler around 
here, one of the first in what was then the far western 
corner of Dakota Territory. The Indians’ buffalo were 
trampling his cattle, and his cattle were eating the 312 
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buffalos' grass. And the farmers built fences. They hated us 
for that. We ranchers used to hate the farmers’ fences just 
as much, but when I was a kid, we started building them 
ourselves." 


“Hating people because they build fences instead o' 


building fences because we hate each other," Nick said 
wryly. 


Caliban told Jake to read through two chapters on the Civil 
War in the textbook and work through the questions at the 
end. Jake wrote out the answers while Caliban and Nick fixed 
supper. Then he checked to see if he had answered them 
correctly, put away his notebook, and went to set the table. 
"It's snowing," he said. 


Nick went to the window. "Heavy, too, and there's a fierce 
wind. Can't hardly see two yards ahead o' you. 


Surprising for the first snowfall of the season." 


"You'll have to stay here tonight, Jake," Caliban said. "Your 
folks know where you are; they won't fret about you. It's too 
cold to sleep on the floor, though. This isn't summer. You 
can have my bed, and l'Il bunk with Nick." 


"I can sleep with you, Uncle Caliban. We're both thin enough 
to sleep two in your bed. There's no cause to inconvenience 
Nick." 
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I'm hungry, | eat; and I'm hungry now." 


Caliban had taken Nick's comment about being fat as a joke, 
but Nick said next to nothing at the supper table, which was 
unlike him. Caliban thought he was annoyed that they would 
not be sleeping together, and it a Friday, too! Friday was a 
special night for them. Jake talked non-stop, nervously, as 
though Nick's silence embarrassed him. 


Finally he asked, "Aren't you going to say anything, Nick?" 
"Great grub, Cal." 


“He's a wonderful cook, isn't he, my Uncle Cal? | mean 
Caliban. I'm sorry, it's just that I think of you as my Uncle 
Cal, because | always hear Nick call you that, but | can't 
because all my uncles are Cals." 


Nick suddenly lightened up. "I don't call him Uncle Cal." 


"You can call me Uncle Cal if you want to, Jake, and you can 
call Nick Uncle Nick, too, if he has no objection." 


"Why'd | mind being called Uncle Nick?" 


"Thanks, Uncle Nick. I'd like that. | think of you as one of my 
uncles, you know." 


"That's right nephewly of you, Jake. You're my favorite 
Caldwell after Cal, and | like most o' them. We were talking 
o' one o' the exceptions earlier this evening." 


"What'll we do after supper?" Jake asked. 
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Caliban told him Friday night was their bath night. 
"Not Saturday?" 


"Your Uncle Cal and me switched to Fridays ‘bout the time | 
come live here," Nick said. He went and got the tub from the 
corner and brought it to the middle of the kitchen. "Can't 
remember why." Friday was their biggest night for making 
love, and Saturday morning, too, and they liked to go to bed 
squeaky clean. 


"You have your bath Saturday like everyone else, | assume," 
Caliban said. 


"Yeah, but | wouldn't mind having one tonight. 


There's only the two of you to share the water with, and Pa 
and my brothers get a lot dirtier. As the youngest, of course 
I'm always number five in the tub." 


"You can wait in my room while we have ours," 
Caliban said, "and | imagine you'll be wanting your privacy." 


"| don't have to be modest with you, Uncle Cal. Ma says you 
used to change my diapers when I was a baby and wipe the 
shit out of my crack." 


"We don't use language like that in this house," 

Nick joked. "I'm sure your Uncle Cal knows a better word." 
"Feces," Jake said. 

“Feces turn you on?" Caliban asked. 

Jake's jaw dropped open. "Huh?" 
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"I wasn't talking to you. Nick and | have this running joke 
about big words." 


Jake showed no trace of embarrassment while he 


watched Caliban take his bath. Of course, with five men and 
only one woman in his household, seeing a naked man had 
to be an everyday occurrence. At the same time, he was 
curious about Caliban's infirmity, and not at all self- 
conscious of his curiosity. He did not avert his gaze from the 


hip. He looked directly at it, and said, "I didn't think it was 
that bad. Of course I'm used to seeing you limp, but it never 
crossed my mind you wouldn't look like the rest of us there." 


"He don't mince words, does 'e?" Nick said. 


"No," Caliban answered, "and I'm glad for it. When | go 
somewhere, and people don't know me, like in Billings, 
some people shy away from me as if | was a freak or a bum 
hip was contagious. Others pretend not to notice it, or not to 
see me. | like Jake's honesty and how he looks at it straight 
on." 


“That's quite a mouthful, Cal. It's my turn to wash now. Let's 
see if he's as tolerant with a fat man." 


"I'm going to watch you very carefully, Uncle Nick, and give 
you my opinion when you finish your bath." 


"And we'll sit right here and stare at every part of you when 
you take yours, and tell you what we think." 
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"You're making it sound like some sort of beauty contest, 
Nick." 


"No question who the winner's gonna be, Cal." 
"Who?" Jake wanted to know. 
“Beauty is in the eye of the beholder, Jake," Caliban said. 


“Then you win hands down, Uncle Cal, hip or no hip." 


Jake took Nick's challenge and stared at him 


throughout his bath. "Well?" Nick asked while he was 
toweling off. 


"You're not fat." 


"Okay, kid, off with everything. You sit there, Cal, and keep 
your eye on him so we can compare notes." 


For all their jokes about staring, the three felt very casual 
and relaxed. In fact, after he'd dried himself, Jake twirled 
around with his arms out to the side at shoulder height, then 
stood facing them with his legs spread, stark naked, and 
said, "Okay, Uncles, tell me the worst." 


"You ain't fat neither," Nick said laconically. "I'm turning in. 
You two can stay up and gossip about me as long as you 
like." 


Nick always joked, but Caliban thought something must lie 
behind the self-deprecating barbs he was making tonight. 
Disappointment? Jealousy? "We're tired too," he 317 
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said. "Jake, let's go to bed." 


* OK OOK OX 


Caliban waited half an hour listening to Jake's soft breathing 
to be sure the boy was asleep. Then he slipped out of bed 
and tiptoed to Nick's room and got into bed with him. "I 
couldn't fall asleep without you," he whispered, 


“especially not on a Friday, even if we can't do anything 
with Jake sleeping in the next room." 


"What'll ya tell 'im when he finds us in bed together in the 
morning?" 


“That he snores. You don't hold it against him that we won't 
have sex tonight?" 


"Ain't his fault it snowed." 


"You know what | thought of when we were lying in bed 
together? The night Caleb and | slept together and he 
decided it was up to him to tell me about sex. You 
remember me telling you about that?" 


"| ain't likely to forget he come on to you." 
"He did not!" 
"You tempted to come on to Jake?" 


"Don't say things like that, even as a joke. Jake's a kid and 
he's like a son to me. What kind of low-life do you think | 
am?" 
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“Then what made you think o' Cleb?" 


"I was wondering if | ought to tell him about the birds and 
the bees." 


"What could you tell him about doing it with women? Or did 
you have it in mind to tell 'im how to please a man? 
Anyways, I'd thought by now his pa musta took care o' that 
part of his education." 


"I should hope so! Calhoun was two years younger when he 
got a girl in trouble. Say, you're not thinking you'd like to get 
your hands on Jake, are you?" 


"Are you kidding? The only one | want to get my hands on is 
you. I'm just sorry | can't do it now." 


"Are you annoyed Jake barged in on our bath time? 
| can't help but feel you're jealous of him tonight." 
"| ain't jealous o' the kid. It ain't the bath, neither. 


It's that it's a Friday. And it hurt just a little when you said he 
could call you Uncle Cal. That's my name for you." 


"You don't mind that | said he could call you Uncle Nick?" 
"Hell no." 


* OK OOK OX 


The snow let up early during the night, and there wasn't but 
an inch on the ground the next morning. Jake 319 
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was cooking breakfast for his "uncles" when they came out 
of Nick's room. 


"Yeah, | know," Jake said. "I snore." 


"I was thinking you could stay here till after lunch, and we'd 
have another lesson this morning," Caliban said. 


“Thanks, Uncle Cal. I'd like that." 
When Jake was getting ready to leave, Nick said, 


"Why don't you come on Saturday from now on instead of 
Friday, Jake? You'd have a whole afternoon for your lessons, 
and then you could stay the night and ride to church with us 
the next morning." 


They all thought it was a fine idea. 


* OK OOK OX 


Jake was right to say they had not seen the last of Calvin 
Jr.'s misbehavior. He refrained from stepping out of line on 
Monday, but on Tuesday he went out of his way to irritate 
Caliban. Finally Caliban had had enough and decided one or 
two whacks was the only way to put an end to it forever. He 
went and got the stick and ordered Calvin Jr. to go into what 
they called the vestry, a small room on the altar side of the 
church where the preacher took off his coat and changed 
into a clean shirt before the service. 


"You're gonna hafta make me go there!" Calvin Jr. 
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challenged, and made Caliban chase him around the room. 


He knew his uncle would not be able to catch him because 
of his bad hip. 


Jake grabbed him by the arm as he ran by and 


handed him over to Caliban. Instead of dragging the 
struggling boy to the vestry, which would have been difficult 
with his weak leg, Caliban laid into him where they stood. 
He had thought he would give him only three or four 
strokes, but the kid had gone too far in making Caliban 
chase him. He did not spare the rod but gave him a full 
dozen, like his mother. Calvin's backside was still sore from 
the licking Darcie had given him, so he cried more than he 
had on Thursday. 


"I'm gonna tell my pa," Calvin Jr. threatened, rubbing his 
behind. 


"You do that," Caliban said, "and while you're at it, why don't 
you stand on the porch and announce it to the whole 
ranch?" 


"| s'pose you want me to stand in the corner now," 
the boy sniffled. 


"No, | want you to sit down on where it hurts and go on with 
your lessons." 


After the children had gone home, Jake said, "I'm glad you 
gave it to him in front of everyone. It felt good." 


"Not to him it didn't." 
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* OK OOK OX 


Jake remained Caliban's assistant two more years and left to 
study at the University of Wyoming at Laramie when he was 
nineteen. He would have to do two years in college before 
he could start medical school. Although he had not saved up 
much more than for those two years, he would be boarding 
with his Aunt Callie and he thought he could earn a fair 
amount as a private tutor. He could advertise two years' 
teaching experience. 


He came to say goodbye to Caliban and Nick the 


evening before his departure. "I have something to say to 
you both," he said, "something very important, and | want 
you to hear me out without interrupting." He seemed 
embarrassed. He took a deep breath and spoke without 
hesitating, as though he had memorized what he was going 
to say. 


"I want you to promise me you'll be careful. | Know you are 
careful, very careful, but men like you can't be too careful. | 
don't know whether it's because what you do frightens 
people or disgusts them or what, but they hate people like 
you. They say ugly things and do ugly things. 


They hurt them, and worse. | know you know all this. I just 
don't want anything to happen to you." 
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"So you know about me and Nick?" 


"I've known since the first night | stayed over and we were 
going to sleep together when it snowed, and you sneaked 


out of bed and went to sleep with Nick. | told you in the 
morning it was because | snored. | don't. | said it so as not to 
put you on the spot thinking you had to come up with an 
explanation." 


"I Know you don't snore, Jake. | lay next to you for a long 
time after you fell asleep. Then you understand?" 


"No, | don't understand. But | don't think it matters. 


Maybe it would have mattered if it had been anyone else 
but you and Nick, but it was you and it was Nick. | was 
confused for a few weeks, trying to explain it to myself. 


Then | decided there was nothing to explain. | look at it this 
way: | don't understand why Zeke and Jared like cooked 
carrots so much. | hate cooked carrots, but that's no reason 
why Zeke and Jared shouldn't eat them. Am | making any 
sense?" 


"You're making perfect sense. | couldn't have said it half as 
well." 


"Gee, that was easy. | didn't know what | going to say until | 
said it; not about understanding or not understanding, 
anyway. | didn't think you would ask me how | felt." 


"So you're not like us." 
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"Not that way, no. Clay saw to it | had my first woman when 
| was seventeen, and | liked it. | liked it a lot. 


| still like it. I've never wanted to try it with a guy." 


"I'm glad to hear it," Nick said. "It'll make your life alot 
easier. Do we get a hug, or would you prefer to skip that, 
knowing what our tastes are?" 


"You're teasing, aren't you? When have | not wanted to give 
you a hug?" 


They hugged, and then watched Jake ride off 
toward home. 


"Ain't that kid something?" Nick asked. "Never seen 
anything like 'im. One in a million." 
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9. 


Caladelphia Village, as Calhoun called it, continued to grow. 
There were now a few motorized vehicles on the property. 
Calvin and Calhoun both owned a truck, though neither of 
them saw much need to buy a car. Calvin's general store 
was one and a half times bigger. Besides the original houses 
for the married workers, which had been squeezed close 
together west of the bunkhouse, others had sprung up 
farther apart over what had been grazing land. A number of 
the ranch hands had other skills, and had set themselves up 
part-time as independent craftsmen. The ranch —that is to 
say, the village— had a cooper, a saddle-maker, a 
wheelwright, even a glazier. Calhoun used their services too. 
And although he and Calvin were barely speaking to each 


other, they pooled their money to bring a full-time 
veterinarian onto the ranch. One of the cars belonged to 
him. 


The ranch had had a flour mill since their 


grandfather's day. Shortly after Calvin opened the general 
store, he had had the mill enlarged so it could grind enough 
for all of Caladelphia's residents. A few trips to town to pick 
up flour so he would have enough in stock to keep up with 
demand was all it took. Though the mill belonged to 325 
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him, he hired a miller to operate it. 

Three of the workers' wives got together and 


opened a bakery, working out of one of their houses. They 
sold cookies, cakes and pies. Calvin thought it was a stupid 
idea; any woman knew how to bake her own pies. The 
unmarried workers couldn't bake pies, however, and most of 
the women would sooner have bought a pie than baked one, 
so before long they found themselves running a successful 
and lucrative full-time business. Their husbands built a 
bakery for them next door to the general store, and they 
started baking bread as well. 


Not long after, the widowed father-in-law of one of the ranch 
hands came to live with him and his wife. He was originally 
from Germany and made better pork sausages than Darcie. 
He was a proud man who did not like being dependent on 
his son-in-law. He took his life's savings, bought a two-room 
house from Calvin, and set it up as a butcher shop while he 
went on living with his daughter and her husband. People 


still smoked their own hams, slaughtered their own 
chickens, and hunted rabbits and such, but when Calhoun or 
Calvin slaughtered a steer, or two or more families chipped 
in to buy one from them and slaughtered it, it was easier to 
bring the sides of beef to him, pay him to cut it up, take 
what they wanted for themselves, and have him sell the rest 
for a share of the 326 
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profits. At Darcie's suggestion, he rented a space behind the 
barn to build a pigsty, and the Caladelphians had fresh pork 
year round. Calhoun complained about the smell. "Nothing 
wrong with every family raising their own pig to kill in the 
fall," he said. "I like pork much as anyone. But what kinda 
people can live having a whole herd o' them around all the 
time? It ain't healthy. They're dirty, and their shit stinks." 


Other small businesses soon followed. Now there 


was a row of storefronts side by side down the slope from 
the old homestead with a wooden sidewalk in front of them. 
In addition to the bakery, the butcher's and the general 
store, they had a barber shop, a hardware store, a tailor, a 
cobbler, who did mostly repairs, and so forth, but no post 
office. There was a plumber, too, who had come to put in 
indoor plumbing and a water heater for Calhoun. Not to be 
outdone, Calvin had had the same installed in his house and 
also in the bunkhouse. Those families who could afford it 
had done it, too. The plumber stayed on, but he didn't have 
a shop. They even had an infirmary staffed by two of the 
ranch hands' wives who claimed to know something about 
nursing, but it didn't have a doctor. 


Finally, Calvin had also opened a candy store and soda 
fountain, and as soon as Calvin Jr. was tall enough to lean 
over the counter he put the boy in charge of it after school 
hours, saying it would familiarize him with the pride of 327 
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ownership, give him experience running a business, and 
teach him the value of money. Except for the pride of 
ownership, it didn't. 


The population of Caladelphia would decrease by 


nearly a quarter before the end of the following summer, 
although no one saw it coming. In April 1917 the United 
States would declare war on Germany, and most of the 
younger ranch hands would be mobilized, including 
Calhoun's three oldest sons. Jake, who had just begun 
medical school, was excused, and Nick, too, was not called, 
although he was only three years older than Clay. 


* OK OOK OX 


In July of that year, Hester married at the age of twenty-six. 
Her wedding would be the last big celebration at the ranch. 


She had become engaged to one of Calhoun's 


cowherds, his best flank rider on the cattle drives, a man in 
his late twenties. They arranged the marriage in haste, for 
he, along with Clay and Jared, had received his orders to 
report for military service at the beginning of August. The 
match displeased Calvin, not because the man worked for 
Calhoun, but because he was a hired hand. He would have 
liked her to marry the veterinarian, but one of the ranch 328 
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hands' grown daughters hooked him before he had been 
there three months, and as Hester said, Charley swept her 
off her feet. 


Charley Dix was a broad-shouldered man, almost as tall as 
her father, and very handsome and easy-going, always 
laughing and smiling, and not at all bossy, which must have 
made a welcome change from her father's dour moodiness. 
Calvin would not openly admit it, but he was dissatisfied 
with how his son was turning out. He told himself the boy 
was only nine and would shape up as he got older. Darcie 
was pleased with Hester's choice. She thought Charley 
would make her a good husband and they would have a 
happy marriage. 


Calvin had a large house built for the couple near Miss 
Sachs's old house, a short distance beyond the side-by-side 
rows of smaller houses for the ranch hands with families, 
but still close to the village and the original homestead 
where he, Darcie and Calvin Jr. lived. The house had its own 
well, with pumps inside over the kitchen sink and in the 
bathroom. Darcie wanted this daughter to stay on the ranch, 
so she kept at her husband until he agreed to give them the 
plot of land it was on as well, with the deed to it made out in 
their names, and to give them money to have Caladelphia's 
joiner build them nice furniture. Hester had become more 
like a friend than a 329 
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daughter to her. Her only other close friend was Julia. 


Betsy, Tilda, and their husbands would be coming for their 
sister's wedding and staying a whole week, and they were 
bringing the grandchildren Calvin and Darcie had never 
seen, too. Darcie was ecstatic. Betsy's Tom and Tilda's 
Mamie and Eliza were the clan's only grandchildren so far. 
Her daughters had come back to visit only once before, 
before the children were born and not both at the same 
time. Finding four rooms to accommodate all of them posed 
a problem. Until Hester was legally married, there would 
only be two spare bedrooms in Calvin and Darcie's house, 
and Hester did not want to move into her new home until 
she could live there with Charley, who for the time being 
was still living in the bunkhouse. The house Calvin had had 
built for them had three bedrooms, but it would not do to 
have another family there on their wedding night and for 
three more days after that. Calhoun and Julia could make 
room for one of the families in their house, and Caleb said 
Betsy's Tom could stay with his boys, but Darcie was 
unwilling to let either of her daughters or any of her 
grandchildren be so far away for the few days they would be 
at the ranch. They resolved the difficulty by asking the 
Cutters, one of the married ranchers who had a son Tom's 
age, to put the boy up for a week. The arrangement worked 
well and the two boys hit it off right away, but Darcie had 
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to prod Calvin into offering the Cutters a little something for 
taking Tom in. 


As it happened, Betsy's and Tilda's visit was not all 
unmitigated joy. Betsy had news to tell her mother that 
devastated her. She had not only come to see her sister 


married, but also to bid her family farewell. She and her 
husband would be moving to Seattle in a month or two. It 
had been a tough decision to make, but they had to face 
facts. The price of silver had not stabilized since it 
plummeted in 1893, and it had continued to fall steadily as 
gold soared. Gold had been discovered in Butte, and after 
that copper, but the veins proved to be small. Although the 
federal government still bought silver to mint coins, the 
great Rocky Mountain silver mines did not have much of a 
future, and Livingston was dying. It was time to get out. 


For Darcie, Betsy might as well have chosen to live in China. 
"And Tilda, is she thinking of going to live halfway around 
the world, too?" she asked. 


“They ain't decided what to do yet," Betsy said, "but they 
won't go as far as Seattle. Ray won't live in a big city. 


If they pull up stakes from Livingston, it'll be to go back to 
working a ranch." 


Darcie made up her mind to shove her sad thoughts aside 
and enjoy the wedding and make the most of having her 
daughter and grandson near her while she could. She 331 
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succeeded during the day with her grandchildren and the 
wedding preparations to keep her occupied, but at night she 
cried herself to sleep. 


It was misleading and perhaps cruel of Betsy to let her 
mother think that the ranch Ray and Tilda chose might be 
Caladelphia. She knew that they were talking about leaving 
Montana and had set their sights on somewhere in Nevada, 


but had not yet made up their minds. When and if they did, 
Tilda would tell the family. For the time being, Betsy's 
decision to go to Seattle had upset Darcie enough. 
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10. 


The preacher came to the ranch in the middle of the week 
to perform the marriage. Calvin made their wedding day a 
holiday. The ranch hands' wives set out a long buffet table in 
front of the main house, piled high with food they had 
cooked. 


To get the kids out from under everyone's feet while the 
women were setting up, Caliban and Nick took the Caldwell 
boys for a swim in the morning — five of them, between six 
and fourteen years old: Brandon, Logan, Calvin Jr., Betsy's 
Tom, and also Jeremy, the rancher's son Tom was staying 
with. The swimming hole was off in the middle of Calhoun's 
pasture land, a large pond about fifteen feet deep with a 
muddy bottom and thick with weeds at one end. At the 
Shallow end, where the cattle watered, the grass had worn 
away to create a kind of dirt beach, hard-packed and littered 
with cow pies. 


"How long has it been, Nick, since we were here last?" 
Caliban asked. 


"Seems like forever." 


To reach the pond you had to cross a stretch of 


terrain too rough for a wagon to manage, and it was almost 
a four-mile walk from Caladelphia. They had stopped 333 
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coming there when it had got to be too hard on Caliban's hip 
to sit in front of Nick on his horse. When they went 
swimming now, they drove to the Yellowstone River, but 
they did not have time to drive twenty plus miles and back 
before the wedding. Also, the river current was swift in 
places, and they had five kids to watch out for, though both 
Caleb's boys were good swimmers. Eight miles was more 
than Caliban could manage, but the wagon could get them 
about two-thirds of the way there. 


Brandon and Logan had been swimming in the pond 


a few times with their father, and five-year-old Jeremy had 
gone once with his father, but it was Tom's first time on the 
ranch, and the only water Calvin Jr. had ever been in was his 
parents' bathtub. 


Brandon and Logan tore off their clothes and ran splashing 
into the water. Jeremy asked the adults, "Is it okay if | go 
in?" 


"You can go in," Caliban told him, "but just a little ways until 
Nick and | are ready to join you. There's a drop-off." 


Jeremy undressed, and Tom imitated him. Nick and Caliban 
took off their shirts and sat on them to pull off their boots 
and socks. Calvin's boy stood by, looking uncertain. 


"We supposed to swim in the raw?" he asked. 


"Best way | know of," Nick said. "Ain't you never 334 
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been swimming before?" 


The eleven-year-old shook his head. "What if some girls 
come by and see us?" 


"How long you been swimming here, Cal?" 
"Since | was five." 


“Hear that, Calvin Jr.? That's almost thirty-five years. You 
ever see any gals out here, Cal?" 


"Not ever." 
"But what if they do come?" Calvin Jr. insisted. 


“Then we stay in the water up to our waists till they leave. 
You ain't ashamed for boys to see you, are ya?" 


"Course not." 
“Then what're you waiting for?" 
Calvin Jr. reluctantly took off his clothes and 


followed Nick and his uncle to the pond. "The water's all 
dirty," he said. "There's scum floating on top." 


"It's cleaner ten-twenty yards out, unless you kick up the 
muck from the bottom. We'll rinse off in the shower room at 
the bunkhouse when we get back. You ever been there?" 
The boy shook his head. "You ain't seen it yet? 


Your pa had it built two-three years back. I'd 'a thought he'd 


‘a showed it to you. It's a real neat place: a big room with 
four shower heads on the wall attached to a heater, and 
wood benches across from 'em, and pegs to hang up your 
clothes. We'll get all cleaned up and get into our Sunday 
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clothes, and then we'll go to the church, and from there 
outside for the picnic lunch." 


Calvin Jr. waded doubtfully in up to his shins, 


whining that the water was cold, and let the adults wade on 
ahead. Nick knew the boy got on Caliban's nerves and made 
himself a kind of interface between the two. "It's s'posed to 
be cold," he called back. "Makes it refreshing on a hot day 
like today. You dip in up to your shoulders, and in a second, 
you're used to it." 


The two adults ducked beneath the surface to show him. 
Tom and Jeremy were playing a few yards off to one side, 
where the water was about three feet deep. Brandon and 
Logan had swum out a ways and were horsing around in the 
deep part. 


"You three kids don't know to swim, do you?" Nick said. "Cal 
and me're gonna have ourselves a little swim, then we'll 
come back and show you how, if you want. You stay right 
around here and don't go wandering too far off, 


‘cause there's a big drop-off a little ways out. Two or three 
steps and you find yourselves in water over your head." 


Caliban and Nick swam another fifty or so yards out where 
they could be alone and talk without interruption. 


Caliban's right leg was a bit of a drag weight, but the 
buoyancy of the water supported his hip, and it felt good. 


Swimming was the best exercise available to him. 
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"I wish we had pond like this one so we could go swimming 
more often, just the two of us," Nick said. The watering 
holes on their quarter, though cleaner, were either too small 
or too shallow. 


"We had better keep an eye on Calvin's kid," 


Caliban said. "Tom and Jeremy seem trustworthy, but he's 
likely to drown himself. You can count on Calvin Jr. not doing 
what you tell him. Oh, shit! What did | tell you?" 


"Hey, Calvin Jr.! You get back to where your cousin Tom and 
Jeremy are playing!" Nick yelled to a head that had just 
gone under the water. 


Nick swam as fast as he could toward where Calvin Jr. had 
gone under, with Caliban trying unsuccessfully to keep up 
with him. Luckily, Brandon and Logan were only twenty 
yards away, and thanks to Nick's yelling at Calvin Jr., they 
had seen what happened. Brandon swam a few strokes 
toward the rising bubbles, performed a neat pike surface 
dive, and came up dragging Calvin Jr. by the hair. 


He carried him up the beach and laid him on the grass. 


When Nick saw that Brandon had him, he slowed down to 
wait for Caliban. "Ain't no big rush," he said. "Takes more'n 
thirty seconds for a body to drownd." 


Brandon was kneeling over Calvin Jr. Logan, Tom 


and Jeremy crowded around them to watch. Walking quickly 
beside Caliban through water up to their shins and 337 


The City of Lovely Brothers 
Anel Viz 
up onto the beach, Nick called out, "He gonna be alright?" 


"He'll be fine," Brandon yelled back. "Just swallowed a 
couple o' mouthfuls o' water." 


"Brandon's getting to be a big grown-up kid," 
Caliban said to Nick. 

"He should be. He's fourteen, ain't he?" 

"| didn't mean that. | meant how he saved Calvin Jr." 


Brandon overheard them. It didn't embarrass him. In fact, 
he hoped the other kids had heard. He was proud of the fine 
down that had begun to sprout at the base of his belly and 
his no-longer-little penis below it. 


"You done a good job, Brandon," Nick said, and knelt beside 
the choking and sputtering Calvin Jr. He sat him up and 
began slapping him between the shoulder blades with a 
cupped hand to get him to cough up what he had 
swallowed. 


“Come with me, boys," Caliban said. "Let's give them a little 
Space. Then we had better head back to Caladelphia and 
get ready for Hester's wedding. What do you think of your 
brother now, Logan? He's a real hero, isn't he?" 


Brandon blushed, and muttered, "Can't help 

thinking I'm gonna live to regret saving that brat's life." 
Caliban laughed. "Not as much as you'd regret 338 
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having let him drown." 


Calvin Jr. refused to go with them to the bunkhouse shower 
room. "What's wrong with showering at the bunkhouse?" 
Darcie wanted to know. 


"I almost drownded!" 


"Well, you ain't gonna drown taking a shower, and | ain't got 
time to draw you a bath. Take 'im round back and dump a 
pail o' water over 'im, Nick." 


Nick grabbed him by the arm and dragged him 


behind the house. "If girls are gonna see you naked, this is 
where it's gonna happen, not out by the pond," he said. 


"Now off with them clothes!" 
The water in the pail was colder than the pond. 


Calvin Jr. yelled. 


"It's your own fault. The water's nice and hot at the 
bunkhouse. Now you go to your room and get dressed and 
comb your hair," Nick said. "I'm gonna go shower with the 
others." 


They were laughing under the steaming spray, 


playing a game of toss the soap when Calvin came barging 
into the shower room. "What this | hear about you putting 
my boy in danger?" he roared. 


"We ain't put him in danger. He put himself in danger by 
wandering off and not staying where we told 'im to," Nick 
said. "So instead of bawling us out, how about 339 
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you thank Brandon here for saving his goddamn life." 

"| s'pose now you're gonna say | oughtta whip ‘im for it." 


"If the kid ain't learned his lesson yet, hitting 'im won't make 
no difference." 


Calvin snorted and stomped angrily to the door he had left 
wide open. Then he turned and said, "Stop horsing around 
and get some pants on. Wedding's gonna start any minute," 
and walked out. 


"You shoulda let 'im whip 'im, Nick," Brandon said. 
Logan grinned from ear to ear. 


"Whattaya mean, let 'im?" Nick snorted. "He wouldn't ‘a 
done it if I'd 'a held a gun to his head." 


* OK OOK OX 


Caliban, Nick and the four boys arrived late. Almost all the 
benches were already occupied, and the 


congregation was singing the opening hymn. They found a 
spot together at the back of the church. 


Charley walked down the aisle and took his place in front of 
the preacher. Then Calvin walked his daughter down the 
aisle. The preacher opened his book and began reading, 
"Dearly beloved..." Darcie began to cry, not because she 
was marrying off her youngest daughter, but 340 
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because her oldest was going away forever. Calvin turned 
and gave her an exasperated look. He had not been told 
that Betsy was leaving. Caliban and Nick knew. Tom had told 
them. 


After the ceremony, Hester and Charley hurried up the aisle 
under a rain of rice. The congregation followed them out of 
the church and lined up to congratulate them and also 
Darcie and Calvin. Then they headed for the picnic tables, 
where they gossiped about what a handsome couple Hester 
and Charley made and the promising start of their married 
life together. Charley was one of Calhoun's chief cowherds, 
and Hester mistress of the general store. 


Calvin Jr. went from table to table telling about his 
adventure that morning. People smiled and nodded politely, 
but did not find it particularly interesting since he had 
obviously survived to tell about it. 


The men organized a baseball game after the picnic. 
Calvin and Calhoun were captains of the opposing teams. 


They each chose twelve men, nine players and three bench- 
warming replacements. 


Calhoun chose Charley first; then he chose Nick. 

"Pick Cal next," Nick told him. 

"With his bum leg? He can't play baseball." 
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be catcher. Choose Abe, too. He can run for Cal, and Cal can 
hit for him." Abe had crushed three fingers of his left hand a 
month before and couldn't hold a bat, but his right hand was 
fine. 


"That in the rules?" 


"We make our own rules, don't we? Ain't this the same as 
pinch running and hitting?" 


Caliban hit a home run his first time at bat. Hester caught it 
and wouldn't give it back. She said she would keep it as a 
souvenir of her wedding. Caliban walked the bases himself 
at his leisure. 


Calhoun was impressed. "How long it been since you played 
baseball, Caliban?" 


"Nick pitches for me and | pitch for him out by the house 
sometimes. Jaggers Jr. runs after the balls and brings them 
back." 


The men took a break for lemonade at the bottom of the 
fifth. Calvin Jr. was still making a pest of himself, bragging to 
everybody about how he had come close to drowning in the 
pond. He didn't think it important enough to mention that 
Brandon had saved him. 


"You're next, Nick," Darcie told him as she filled his glass. 
"Next to do what? Drown or get hitched?" 

“"Whattaya think? I'd 'a thought you'd 'a been 342 
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married before Hester." 


"It looks like I'm gonna stay a bachelor my whole life, 
Darcie," he answered. "Married life just ain't in the cards for 
me and Cal. And what about Julia's boys? Clay's just a 
couple o' years younger'n me." 


Nick was right about himself and wrong about Clay. 


The next members of the family to marry would be Lettie 
and Zeke. 


* OK OK x 


Hester continued to work at the general store after her 
marriage. Calvin pretty much left it in her hands and only 
showed up there every other week. Darcie said they should 
take down the rustic sign with the one word STORE 


nailed over the door and replace it with a nicer one that 
read HESTER'S GENERAL STORE. It was three times 


bigger than the other stores on the row, but from the 
outside it looked the shabbiest. Calvin grudgingly agreed. 
Charley made the sign himself. He painted it white with dark 
green letters. 
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11. 

The Great War had officially ended over five 


months earlier, but only a handful of the men who survived 
it had yet returned to the ranch. Fortunately, no member of 
the Caldwell clan had been killed. 


Julia had taken Calhoun's truck to pick up a few much- 
needed items at the general store and then stopped by to 
see her friend, as she always did. Although they lived on 
what most people believed to be the same ranch, one had 
to leave it and follow the road around its border from the 
entrance to what had been the Johnsons’ property to the 
Original Caldwell homestead to go from the one's house to 
the other's. Calhoun obstinately refused to cut a wagon road 
to "Calvin's village" through his grazing land. Calvin did not 
particularly long for easy access to his brother, either, and a 
creek and a steep ridge in the land between could only be 
crossed on horseback. As a result, the women had few 
occasions to see each other. 


“Now, I'm counting on your help," Darcie told her. 


"You didn't hafta ask," Julia said. "I wouldn't 'a dreamed of 
coming empty handed, and l'm happy to help you cook and 
make ready." 
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but it ain't the kinda help | had in mind." 


Darcie had just told her that Nick's fortieth birthday was two 
weeks off, and she wanted to make a surprise party for him. 
He would not suspect; as far as he knew, only Caliban knew 
when his birthday was. Caliban had 


mentioned to her quite by chance that Nick would soon be 
forty, which had given her the idea, and Caliban thought it a 
good idea. He promised to find a way to lure Nick to the 
party without him suspecting. 


The help she wanted to enlist from Julia was to see to it that 
Calhoun came, even if he had another falling out with Calvin 
before then. He still came grudgingly to some of Darcie's 
Sunday luncheons, at which Calvin pointedly never 
welcomed him, but they had not exchanged a word in 
months except maybe to do ranch business. 


"If it's a party for Nick, he'll come. He'd come even if Calvin 
woulda shot him in the arm that morning. What | can't 
promise he'll do is act pleasant. But we both have our work 
cut out for us on that score." 


"Don't | know it! Calvin always tells me Calhoun started it, 
and | imagine Calhoun tells you it was Calvin. 


What | think is, when something's been going on this long, it 
don't matter none who started it. What matters is who 
picked up on it again that day." 
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Nick's party, do we now?" 


"Funny thing is, they could ruin it for the rest of us, but not 
for Nick. Their feud don't mean nothing to him. It's like he's 
part of the family and not part of it. | think he'd be willing to 
be one of us if we thought o' him that way, but not all of us 
do. | gotta admit that | don't, much as I'd like to, though | 
wouldn't tell anyone that except you. Maybe if more of us 
did..." 


"Some do. Jake got to calling him Uncle Nick before he left, 
and Amanda and her kids think o' him as family, and so 
does Hester." 


"That's on account o' none o' them can remember when he 
wasn't here. Even Hester wasn't but three when Caliban 
hired him. You'd think Caleb would, him being so close to 
Caliban and all, but | don't think he does." 


“Calhoun would, but he don't think there is a family. He says 
a family's something we think we oughtta be." 


"He's right, much as | hate saying it." 


"It's hardest on you, ain't it, Darcie? Me and Calhoun and 
the boys are a family; Caleb and Amanda are, too. But you 
and Calvin? | worry about that sometimes." 


"Me and Calvin don't see eye to eye much anymore, but 
we're still a family. But it ain't just hard on me. It's hard on 
Caliban, too. Bad feeling between any of us upsets him. 
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Lucky he don't notice it that much 'cause he's so good 
natured." 


"I'd say he makes himself not notice." 
"I'm sure it's why him and Nick keep their distance. 


But let me tell you what I plan for the party. | read this 
cooking article in a magazine about roasting a whole pig 
over an open pit. Don't that sound special? But can we do 
that outside in the middle of winter? Ground's frozen solid, if 
we can even find it under the snow." 


"Do you think you could do it in the smokehouse? 


Or something like it? If you did, Calvin wouldn't know about 
it until it was ready to serve. You have thought what Calvin 
might hafta say about you going outta your way to roast a 

whole pig for Nick." 


"| hadn't; but | woulda, soon as it come to doing it. | don't 
think about that no more, if Calvin's gonna be pleased or 
not. | settle for his putting up with it." 


"How've you lived like this all these years, Darcie?" 


"It ain't always been like this. It come on gradual. 


And you get used to things. It didn't get real bad till Calvin 
Jr. come along, and | thought he was gonna mellow 'im!" 


"Calvin thinks that boy can do no wrong." 


"Calvin ain't blind. He knows his son does plenty wrong; he 
just don't face up to it. For me, that's the worst of it. He's 
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feels it's his fault everything's gone wrong, and he thinks 
everyone blames him for it, and that only makes him 
stubborner and quicker to fix the blame on someone else. 


But like we said, ain't only one person to blame for all this." 
"Sounds like you blame yourself too, Darcie." 


"I do, and if | had to do it over, I'd do it different, and at the 
same time, | don't see what | cou/d do different. | blame 
myself for standing up to him and | blame myself for giving 
in." 


"We gotta accept what life brings us. We do our best, and if 
turns out good, we bless our luck, and if it fails, it fails. It's 
lonely out there at the Johnson place, Darcie, with Calhoun 
and the boys gone a couple o' months outta every year." 


"A couple o' months ain't nothing compared to before they 
put in the railway and they hadda drive the herd up into 
Canada or down the Lonesome Trail to Ogallala." 


"They could get it done alot quicker if they didn't spend a 
week whooping it up in Billings. But back when the fall drive 


took 'em close to three months you and me lived here in 
this house. When there was just the two of us without the 
men around used to be my favorite time o' year. 


At the Johnson place, there's just me." 

"I miss your company too." 
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"Don't get me wrong. | know how lucky | am. 


Things coulda turned out much worse for me, marrying a 
fifteen-year-old boy." 


"He growed up quick." 
“Becoming a pa when he was barely sixteen helped. 


But Nick ain't the only outsider in the family. Me and you 
are, too. The family is the brothers, in spite o' their 
differences. I'm part of it 'cause Calvin thought it was his 
duty to get help for you, and Calhoun was just a kid who 
was tickled he'd have a woman to sleep with, which ain't to 
say he don't love me. And Calvin brought you here thinking 
it would be your job to help 'im turn the ranch into what he 
saw it being, not that he don't love you." 


"| had the same hopes for the ranch he did then. 
You know, | asked Nick once what he thought was wrong. 


Despite what | said about not thinking of him as real family, 
| like him alot. You know, in a way it's Caliban who ended up 


with the best partner, even if they can't never be more'n 
friends." 


"D'ya think they ever fight?" 


"Who ever fights with Caliban? As for Caliban, in spite o' the 
fact that he's the most good-looking man | ever seen, and 
smart, and the sweetest human being on God's green earth, 
he thinks that he'd be all alone by himself when he's an old 
man if it wasn't for Nick, and he's thankful 349 
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"It's a fearsome thought, spending your last years with 
nobody there with you. The house seemed so empty last 
spring and summer with only me and Calhoun. | didn't think 
they'd draft Zeke, too. Thank God they'll all be coming back 
alive." Zeke's notice had arrived while he was on the cattle 
drive in the autumn of 1917, so that Calhoun had wondered 
if it was worth going at all, with the younger, stronger 
herders gone to fight in Europe, and he had fewer head than 
he'd had in twenty years. 


“There's a chance at least some o' your boys'll be back in 
time for Nick's party. | thought Jared woulda been here by 
now." 


Jared had recently been discharged from a French military 
hospital, his right knee cap shattered by shrapnel a month 
or two before the Armistice. 


"You'd think I'd be used to being alone out at the old 
Johnson place with them all disappearing two months every 


year, but | ain't," Julia mused. "Calhoun can't go on cattle 
drives forever, though. It won't be too long before | have 
him home with me year round." 


"Kids grow up and move away, sometimes far 


away, but they're always somewhere, so you always got 
someplace to go. Now, Caliban, he ain't got kids, and he'd 
be more'n just alone. Already he needs a cane to walk. How 
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long till he's on crutches, and after that, in a wheelchair? 
We all gotta be grateful to Nick." 


“How long d'ya think they can go on living in that little 
house far away from everyone?" 


"| asked Nick that, if they shouldn't move to one of the 
Caladelphia houses. They're alot nicer than what they got. 
He said they'd face that when the time comes. But you 
asked do Caliban and Nick fight? I'm sure they have their 
disagreements like everyone else, but they know how 
important it is to resolve them. I'm willing to bet they're the 
only two here who don't keep secrets from each other." 


"And Caleb and Amanda?" 


"Amanda's resigned to him disappearing every few weeks, 
and putting him to bed when he comes home drunk. 


She's thinks it's little enough to put up with." 


"So what'd Nick say?" 


"About what?" 
"About what's wrong with the family?" 


"He said that what was wrong is that none of the brothers 
really know each other, not even those that are close, like 
Caleb and Caliban. They just think they do. | think he's right, 
too. Sometimes it takes an outsider to see these things, but 
you hafta find an outsider who can look from inside. Do you 
think Nick'll stay? Meaning forever. | hope he does. You gotta 
hope it for Caliban." 
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"Is that why you're making him a party? To keep him here? 
None of us can do that." 


"I'm doing it more to please Caliban. Ain't nothing | can do 
to keep 'im here. He stays 'cause he's Caliban's friend." 


"You know what I think, Darcie? | think that if Nick goes, he'll 
take Caliban with him. | also think we said enough about all 
this. Let's get on with planning that party!" 


* OK OOK * 


Darcie gave up on the idea of roasting a pig. She figured 
there was no way to roast one over an open pitina 
Smokehouse. But she could smoke a turkey, one of Nick's 
favorites. 


Caliban kept the party a closely guarded secret. He got him 
to go by telling him he had something to thrash out with 


Calvin and needed him there for support. 
“That serious, huh? You gonna tell me what it is?" 
"You'll hear when we get there." 


"Why're you getting dressed up in clean clothes just to see 
Calv?" 


"To make myself feel respectable, so | won't back down. 
Maybe you should, too." 
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"You won't back down with me there." 

"Just put on something clean, will you, and we'll go." 
Walking into Calvin and Darcie's front room and 


seeing the table nearly buried under holiday food, and 
hearing everyone yell "Happy birthday!" caught Nick totally 
unprepared. His eyes teared up, and he hugged Darcie and 
said, "Thank you so much. | can't tell you how good this 
makes me feel." Then he turned to Caliban and said, "Since 
when ‘a you started keeping secrets from me?" 


Darcie gave Julia a significant glance, and Julia nodded. 


Only Darcie gave Nick a birthday gift. Except for Caliban and 
Nick, grown-ups on the ranch did not exchange birthday 
presents, not even husband and wife, but Darcie thought 
that without at least one gift it would not seem like a 


birthday party. She gave him the tiny unwrapped box after 
he had blown out the candles on his cake and made a wish. 


"Since when do people get things for their birthday except 
little kids?" Calvin asked. 


"Oh, it ain't nothing costly," Darcie said, "just a trinket to 
remember the day by. And | got it at our general store, so 
the money'll come right back to us. Open it, Nick." 


It was a keychain attached to a small enameled fob with the 
letters 'NC’ in dark blue on a silvery background. 
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"The NC stands for North Carolina," Darcie said, "but it made 
me think 'Nick and Caliban'." 


“Thank you, Darcie. | love it. You got a present for me too, 
Cal?" 


"| left it home so you wouldn't guess about the party. I'll give 
it to you tonight." 


"What's Nick need a keychain for?" Calvin said. 
"Nobody locks nothing up on this ranch." 


"Except your strongbox and your store and your church," 
Calhoun muttered. 


Calvin ignored him, but one could see he was 


fuming. Hester tried to defuse the situation by making light 
of it. "And the till at the store, too. Don't forget that, Pa." 


"Just don't want to tempt nobody. For the good of their 
souls." 


Julia grabbed her husband's wrist and squeezed hard to 
remind him to keep his mouth shut. "Well, I'm tempted by 
that cake," she said. "Go ahead and cut it, Nick. 


Whattaya waiting for?" 
Darcie had worried that Calhoun would start an 


argument with her husband, but it was Calvin who tried to 
pick one with his brother, probably because of what he had 
said about locking the church and the store. "I got a bone to 
pick with you, Calhoun," he said. 


"What about?" 
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"It's them three new herders you took on. You're always 
complaining | make all the decisions around here without 
consulting nobody, and then you go ahead and do the 
hiring, and turn around and do this." Calhoun had hired two 
Mexicans and one full-blooded Lakota Sioux. 


“Calhoun oughtta do the hiring, since they'll be working 
under him," Julia said. "Don't you think so, Darcie?" 


"What's wrong with 'em?" Calhoun asked. "They're good 
workers." 


"They are," Nick confirmed. "I seen 'em." 


"It's just that there's only white women on the ranch," Calvin 
said. "I don't wanna see no white women marrying outta 
their race." 


"All the women on the ranch're married already." 
"But they got little girls who're gonna grow up. 
Ain't you worried about Lettie, Caleb?" 


Caleb shrugged to say he wasn't. "Lettie ain't but thirteen. 
Don't see her getting married for awhile yet." 


"But what'd ya say if she married one o' them?" 
"Don't know the fellas." 


"Ain't up to you to tell people who they can or can't marry," 
Darcie said. 


Calvin usually ignored his wife when she disagreed with him 
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difference. He almost always gave in to her when she 
pressured him, but he did not see her pressuring him to hire 
more Mexicans, so he sidestepped the question of mixed 
marriages. "Injuns drink too much," he said flatly. 


"So do alot o' the white hands," Darcie replied, "and they 
get plenty loud when they do. Joe's quiet." 


"Next thing we know you'll be hiring a nigger." 


"Why shouldn't I, if he's good with horses and can rope a 
steer?" 


"Some o' the men wouldn't like living in the bunkhouse with 
a darkie." 


"That's their problem." 


"Whattaya think about having a nigger in the bunkhouse, 
Darcie?" 


"Why'd I think anything? / don't sleep there." 
"But what if you did?" 


"Lord, Calvin! First you go on about Lettie marrying a 
Mexican, and now you ask if I'd sleep in the bunkhouse if a 
black man was there. | wouldn't sleep in the bunkhouse if all 
the eligible crowned heads in Europe was working here. 
Now, will you just drop it and let us enjoy Nick's party?" 
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12. 


"Can you believe how Calvin carried on about Calhoun hiring 
a couple of Mexicans?" Caliban asked when they got home. 


"If you ask me, he was just trying to get Hooner's goat. One 
o' them marrying Lettie, for Chrissake!" 


"But honestly, how would you feel if your sisters or your 
daughter married someone of another race?" 


"| ain't seen my sisters in close to a quarter century, and | 
never will. And | ain't about to have a daughter." 


"Maybe | could give you one." 


"You could try. Wouldn't do no good, but the trying'd make 
one hell of a birthday present. Let's see if ya can get me 
pregnant tonight." 


"| bought your present already, and it's no more likely to 
make you pregnant than | am." 


"So, what kinda present you get me? Is it a new toy?" 
"We have two toys already. Isn't that enough?" 


"We're old men now; we're gonna need toys. Our pricks ain't 
got many more years of life in 'em." 


"Mine does, and yours just better have, too." 

"So what's my present then? Are you my present?" 
357 

The City of Lovely Brothers 

Anel Viz 

"I'm your other present." 

"What part o' you?" 


"My ass and my prick and any other part of me you feel like 
making your birthday present. Now, do you want to see 
what | bought you or not?" 


"I want to see you... naked. Your ass and your prick and all 
them other parts | want for my present." 


"Okay. If you stoke the stove as hot as it can get, I'll go in 
my room, I'll get naked, I'll get your present, and bring it to 
you naked. You sit right there." Although they always slept 
together in whichever room they happened to go into, they 
always called the bedrooms "your room" and 


“my room." Nick sometimes forgot whose room was which. 
Caliban remembered because he had lived so many years in 
the house with Caleb. 


Nick surprised Caliban by also being naked when a naked 
Caliban came back with his gift, a slim box attractively 
wrapped. The room was still chilly, but slowly warming, and 
Nick had pushed the table closer to the stove. 


Caliban turned a chair to sit sideways by the table and lifted 
his bad leg onto another chair to stretch it out. 


"Go ahead and open it." 


It was a kind of toy after all— two pair of silk skivvies, one 
bright yellow, the other lime green. The others had worn out 
three or four years ago. 
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"Just what | was hoping for! You just better 'a bought some 
for you, too." 


"| did." 


"What color?" 
"One black, one red. | look good in those colors." 
"Where'd you get 'em?" 


"In Billings, where else? | took the train and came back the 
Same day. Aren't you going to try one on?" 


"I'm gonna put 'em both on, so you can peel two offa me. 
You go put yours on too, so's | can peel 'em offa you. The 
red ones underneath. Then I'm gonna pick you up and carry 
you into the bedroom and play with my presents, because 
yours are my real present. Mine are for you." 


Caliban put his right leg back on the floor, swiveled to face 
the table, and leaned on it to raise himself. 


"Your hip's hurting bad tonight, Cal, ain't it? Maybe we 
Should put off... What's a big word for when you use 
something for the first time?" 


"Inaugurating?" 


"Maybe we should put off inaugurating my birthday present 
for another night." 


"As if we could put off sex when you've turned on to one of 
my big words. But it would be a good night for one of those 
Doctor Brewster massages. | can wear the skivvies for that, 
and we'll take it from there." 
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"It ain't just your big words that turn me on. But if your hip's 
hurting, let me get 'em for you. No need for you to get up. 
Where are they?" 


“Top drawer under my work shirt." 


"We'll get into 'em at bedtime. No reason to turn it into a 
fashion show." 


"I'd like you to put yours on so | can see how you look in 
them. Before you go for mine, so it'll be like a real fashion 
parade. Why is it always girls who model in fashions shows, 
anyway?" 


"Cause men don't got styles. They wear the same old 
dungarees and work shirts every year." 


"You got style, sugar. But we'll leave mine on the table for 
now until I've rested my leg a little." 


Nick picked up the skivvies, one in each hand, and held 
them up. "Which on top and which underneath?" 


"The green on top. | got the yellow for summer, when your 
Skin's dark and tan, and the green for when you're paler." 


Nick put on the skivvies, adjusting his cock to make a nice 
bulge. "Whattaya think?" 


"You look like a million bucks. Come over and stand next to 
me so | can mouth it a little." 


Nick went up to him and ran his fingers through 
Caliban's hair while Caliban slavered over the bulge and 360 
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traced the contours of his backside with his hand. When he 
was done, what had been a bulge had become more of a 
cylinder pointing to one side, and there was a large wet 
stain on the front of the underwear. Then Nick went to get 
Caliban's. He admired them and set them on the table. "I 
guess we'll be skipping supper tonight," he said. "I stuffed 
myself at the party. You want me to make coffee?" 


"Coffee'd be nice." 
"And what'll we do till bedtime?" 
"I was thinking you could read to me from your diary." 


"| ain't wrote about the party yet. Would ya like to hear what 
| wrote about our first time? You didn't want to hear it back 
when I told ya I got a diary. But | gotta go look and find the 
notebook it's in. Funny, ain't it, how Hester thinks it's for you 
when I pick up a notebook at the general store?" 


"| was self-conscious then. You've read me a lot about us 
making love together since then, so I'm not anymore." 


"You weren't self-conscious the first time we did it." 


"Oh yes, was | ever! You were just too randy to notice. But 
why read me that now?" 
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first time. You didn't know that, did you? Best birthday 
present | ever got." 


"And the one that's lasted longest. No, | didn't know. | didn't 
know when your birthday was then, and | don't remember 
what day we did it. Why didn't you tell me?" 


"Cause | forgot, too, and | didn't remember till after | come 
live here and went back and read what | wrote. And since | 
come here, we celebrate with sex anyways, on account of 

it's my birthday, and | get the royal treatment." 


"For me our anniversary will always be the day after Caleb's, 
when you carried me over the threshold." 


Nick got the notebook and read: 


"Nobody wished me a happy birthday today cause they 
didn't know it was, but I was walking on air all day cause | 
got the present I was hoping for. Yep, | had sex with Caliban. 
We did it in the middle of the night, so my birthday started 
off with a bang. I stayed up with him with the mare that was 
gonna foal and after she foaled | come onto him again, real 
direct this time, and for once he got it that | was coming 
onto him. Can't say how many hints | dropped. He wanted it, 
but he was nervous. But once we was doing it he wasn't 
nervous no more. We climbed up in the loft and | got us 
blankets and took off his clothes. He's a damn sight prettier 
underneath them clothes than I thought, 362 
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And shit, is he ever big! Couldn't wait to get it in me. If it'll 

fit, | thought. But he said he wants to do it again. No need 

asking if | do! Good luck on us finding a place to do it I say! 
Didn't do it this time, though..." 


Caliban had been listening to him and smiling, 


trying not to laugh. "But | did, Nick, when we got back to the 
house, after Caleb left." 


"You gonna let me finish? | ain't got to that part yet." 


"This time | just worked him over, sucked and fucked. Turns 
out it was his first time, but I wouldnt a known it if he 
wouldnt a told me, except maybe for him being nervous. He 
was embarrassed at me seeing his hip. 


As if someone would notice his hip with what gotta be a ten- 
inch prick staring you in the face. Ha ha." 


The 'ha ha' was too much for Caliban, and he broke into 
gales of laughter. 


"You laughing at me, Cal?" 


"I'm laughing at us. How young we were! Your enthusiasm is 
delightfully refreshing." 


"So you wanna hear more?" 
“Every word." 


"We joked around alot so he was nice and relaxed when | 
poked it in him, and it slipped in real easy, and he 363 
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didn't hide how much he liked it. And he naturely done 
everything that makes the guy on top feel good, though he 
ain't never done it before, like wiggling his backside which is 
a beaut and squeezing his cheeks around my prick. And not 


only is he gorgeous and got skin like satin and the biggest 
prick this side of the Mississippi except for stallions that 
squirts the best cream | ever tasted and alot of it too, and 
nuts that roll around in your hand like soft candies, but on 
top of all that he is the sweetest guy I ever met. Like | 
musta wrote here hundreds of times. | didn't wanna come 
onto him too strong on account of he's my boss. But I think 
if he liked girls he'd a just said no and not told the other 
guys. That's how nice he is. Here | am going on and on 
about him. You'd think I was in love with the guy. Well | am, 
and | been in love with him since I got to know him. | never 
worked a place more'n three or four months before, but | 
wanna stay here forever. Does it get any better'n this?" 


"It does, Nick, and it has. You know, I'm pretty sure this is 
the only part of the diary you've read me where you say you 
love me." 


"Why would | write that | love you? | know that." 

"You say it to me." 

"You ain't a notebook." 
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carry me to the bed. You can read me the rest some other 
time. Red underneath, right?" Nick nodded. "Do you really 
think | have ten inches?" 


"You might; we ain't never measured it. Funny we ain't, 
seeing as we played every other game in Creation. 


Did what | wrote so far make you randy?" 


"No, it made me love you more, if that were possible. Now 
it's up to you to make me randy." 


"How come it's up to me? Ain't it my birthday?" 


"All you have to do is lie on your back in those smooth and 
shiny skivvies with the lamp burning so I can see you." 


"That all you gonna do, look?" 
"That would do it for me, but I plan on doing a lot more." 


"You know, Cal, reading what | wrote twenty years ago, 
about not being able to wait to have it in me, makes me 
want it in me. You think your hip is up to fucking me 
tonight?" 


"| promised you a baby, didn't I? How am | 


Supposed to give you one if | don't fuck you? It won't be 
hard if we do it lying on our left sides." 


“That's one of the best ways to do it in, except | like it hard." 
365 

The City of Lovely Brothers 

Anel Viz 

Nick scooped a couple of shovelfuls of burning 


charcoals from the stove into a pail and brought it into the 
room where they would make love. After Caliban had 

worked Nick over with both pair on for a few minutes, they 
decided it was just plain silly and not as good as with only 


one, so Caliban took his off while Nick's groin was still 
swathed in lime green, and said Nick should do him two 
nights running to break in both pair. 


By the time Caliban got both pair off Nick, both of them 
needed laundering. "And | was looking forward to seeing 
you wearing them around the house tomorrow," 


Caliban said mournfully. 


"No reason not to wear 'em with stains on the front except 
that it's too damn cold. Stove's just about gone out, so 
whatever we do next, we gotta do it under the blankets." 


"Like in the loft. You Know what we do next." 


"Yeah, you get me pregnant. If it don't work, tomorrow night 
we'll switch and do it backwards. It'll still be my kid." 


"Yes, | love when you do it to me backward." 


Caliban reached down and dipped his finger into the jar of 
lard they always kept under the bed. Nick rolled onto his left 
side and pushed his ass backward to be greased. 


Then Caliban sidled up behind him and drew the covers over 
them. "Happy birthiversary, lover," he whispered, and 366 


The City of Lovely Brothers 
Anel Viz 


Slowly thrust into him, reaching his right arm around him to 
grasp his cock and balls and draw him closer. When they 
were pressed together at the pelvis like sardines, he asked, 


"Do you still think | have ten inches?" 


"Feels like twice that much. Now turn me on your spit, 
baby!" 


Soon Caliban had forgotten all about his hip and was 
bucking like a bull rider at the rodeo, but after he came, his 
hip ached. "We forgot the massage," Caliban said. 


"| didn't. | thought it was for when you were wearing yours." 


Nick got out of bed and snuffed the oil lamp. The moon 
shone white on his body in the darkened room. 


"I'm not supposed to ask, | Know, or they say it won't come 
true," Caliban said, "but will you tell me what you wished for 
when you blew out your candles?" 


"| didn't make no wish, Cal. Weren't you listening when | 
read you my diary? Why would | wish for anything when | 
have you?" 
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Calvin's statement that the Caldwell family didn't marry 
their cousins proved untrue. Lettie married Zeke, Calhoun's 
third son, in the spring of 1922, while she was still a girl, 
and Calhoun had a cottage built for them near the entrance 
to the old Johnson property. Caleb opposed the marriage 
because of her age. Amanda agreed that Lettie was too 
young to marry, but she overrode her husband's objections. 
She favored her marrying Zeke because her intuition told 


her that her sons would leave the ranch when they grew up, 
and she wanted her daughter close to her. 


After they were married, Caleb signed half his 


quarter over to Brandon and Logan, now eighteen and 
sixteen years old, and they built a small two-room bungalow 
for themselves on the land their father had given them. So 
Amanda and Caleb now had their house to themselves, and 
their children were not yet adults. Caleb had only added one 
room when the twins were born, which they had given to 
Lettie when she was four, and moved Logan into Brandon's 
room, so it was a small house, and it didn't feel empty to 
Caleb and Amanda. For the time being, their sons were only 
a couple of miles away, and Lettie was still on the ranch, 
although clear on the other side of it. 
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Jake did not fight in the Great War because he had entered 
medical school three months before the United States 
entered the war. Julia's three other boys lived through it and 
returned to the ranch. Only Jared had sustained a serious 
wound. He joked that now he limped just like his Uncle 
Caliban. He ought to have said 'as Uncle Caliban used to’, 
because he did not need a cane, and Caliban's hip had 
continued to deteriorate, so he was by now not merely 
lame, but crippled. 


Caliban had given up his job teaching at the school the year 
after the war, four months after Nick's birthday party. 
Standing had become difficult for him, and he said a teacher 
could not spend the day sitting behind his desk. He had to 


stand at the chalkboard; he had to stand next to a pupil's 
seat and bend down to help the child with his work. 


Twenty-five children were attending school in Caladelphia, 
and soon there would be more. Calvin had advertised in 
Billings for a schoolteacher but could find no one willing to 
work, not even a woman, for a house and the two hundred 
fifty dollars the parents paid to send their children to school. 
In the end, he was obliged to supplement the teacher's 
salary out of what the ranch earned, and Caliban's 
replacement earned considerably more than he had. 


Nick still worked with the horses. Calvin paid him, but Nick 
liked to think that Caliban was his boss, although 369 
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it had been years since Caliban had had anything to do with 
the stables or any aspect of running the ranch as a ranch. 


Now he stayed home, kept house for him and Nick, played 
his guitar, and read voraciously. Nick would bring home 
what they needed from Hester's general store. Except for 
Caleb, who lived only eight miles away and would ride over 
once a week to visit, the members of the family saw very 
little of him, but he made a point of going to see Darcie on 
the rare occasions he drove to the village. He went in the 
car he and Nick had bought the year he stopped teaching. 
Having a car was a godsend now that Caliban found it hard 
to walk half a mile even with his cane. He could not have 
gone in their wagon; it bounced him around too much and 
took longer to get there, longer than he could comfortably 
sit without putting his leg up. Except when he would be 
bringing something back from the store, Nick rode his horse 
to work so Caliban would have the car there if he needed it. 


* OK OOK OX 


The herd had grown to its pre-war size. Toward the end of 
summer, Calhoun invited his three nephews to come on the 
cattle drive with him. His three sons rode swing or point, 
Hester's Charley rode flank, and he had a half-dozen 370 
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more cowboys plus the cook for the chuck wagon, now a 
chuck truck. Calhoun would have liked to have Nick as a 
wrangler. He had asked him every year while Caliban was 
still well enough to run the school, and Nick had always 
refused, saying that he liked doing the roundup, but Caliban 
could not live alone, not even for a month. 


"Caliban can take care of himself. He ain't as frail as you 
think," Calhoun would say. "And | know you'd like being out 
on the range on the drive, the way you love horses." 


"I'm sure I'd love it. It ain't that | don't wanna go; | just can't 
on account o' Cal." 


"Caleb 'd go check up on 'im every day." 

"| told you | ain't going." 

Now that Caliban had stopped teaching, Calhoun 
did not bother to ask. 

Calhoun thought it would probably be his last drive. 


He was fifty-six years old, and it was time for his sons to 
take over what had become a vast herd of cattle. For years 
he and his cowboys had driven them to the stockyards in 


Billings. Miles City was a little closer, but the Billings yards 
were set up better and moved the steers through more 
efficiently, and there were more places to have a good time 
there, too. He imagined that once he stopped going, his 
boys would just drive them to Forsyth, which they could do 
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in a day —the steer would not lose weight if you drove them 
hard for a day— if possible. Forsyth had a railroad station, 
but no corral big enough for a herd the size of theirs. 


Cattle drives no longer gave Calhoun the pleasure they used 
to. He blamed it on the motorcars. "Time was when you had 
to cross a road and there was a Shay or a wagon on it, folks 
were content to wait and let the herd go by," he said. "They 
didn't even mind if it passed 'em on both sides and they 
found themselves stuck in the middle. 


They used to smile and acted all friendly like. Now you hold 
up someone in a motorcar and they're so damn impatient 
they start honking their horn. Them assholes could start a 
goddamn stampede, and before they could turn around, 
they wouldn't have no car left." 


"It don't, Pa," Zeke said. "Makes 'em a little skittish, but 
they're used to cars from when we bring the truck near 


'em." 


"But we don't do something dumb like honking the horn, do 
we?" 


Zeke pointed out that the steer wouldn't hear the horn over 
all their mooing, but Calhoun wasn't listening. 


"Folks buy themselves a motorcar and suddenly they're in a 
big hurry, though they'll get wherever it is they're going to 
faster than in a wagon, herd or no herd to 372 
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hold 'em up. Got all them hardtop roads now, too. Can't get 
to the corral down at the stockyards without the steer 
having to walk on 'em. They can't like the feel of it on their 
hooves. Horses don't. I tell you, the day ain't far off when 
there won't be nothing in this country except alot o' roads. 


Before you know it, there ain't gonna be no more cattle 
drives neither. Ranchers'll load 'em all into big trucks to 
drive 'em to the stockyards. Seen a couple do it already for 
four or five dairy cows. That ain't ranching!" 


“There'll always be grass, Pa," Zeke told him. "A steer's 
gotta eat if we wanna eat beef." 


Clay and Jared tended to agree with their father; they 
couldn't imagine any life besides being a herder. But they 
would not have given up their car. 


Brandon and Logan were flattered Calhoun asked 


them on the drive. Calvin Jr., who considered himself above 
manual labor, was offended. Calhoun was more than happy 
the boy refused. He was sure he would have only got in the 
way and had only asked him as a favor to Calvin. 


The boy needed to grow up, and Calvin knew it. Calhoun 
reflected that Calvin would not have allowed his son to work 
for him anyway. 


Calhoun favored his sons and nephews by not 


having them ride drag. He probably would not have done 
Calvin Jr. the same favor. 
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* OK OOK x 


Billings was just over one hundred miles away as the crow 
flies, a little farther by the route they would be taking. They 
drove the herd along the north edge of the ranch into 
Caleb's quarter, skirting Calvin's property, passed a couple 
of miles north of Caleb's house, and then down the west 
side of Caliban's holdings and moved them out onto the 
open range through a gate. From there the road was 
another five miles to the south. They crossed it and 
continued on until they reached the Yellowstone River and 
followed it upstream to Billings, keeping the cattle a half- 
mile from the bank except to water them, although the river 
was low. The usual route was over the range north of the 
main road, where the grazing was better, but by going along 
the river they would not see any cars until the last few miles 
before Billings unless there was one on the road when they 
crossed it. 


They drove the herd slowly, covering no more than ten 
miles a day so Calhoun could savor his last trail drive. 


The chuck wagon truck traveled along a narrow dirt road a 
few miles north of the river. Calhoun told the cook-driver 
where to stop and wait for them for lunch and supper. The 
men went to eat in two shifts, so half of them could keep an 
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eye on the herd. At night they camped out around the cook 
fire. Two of the men owned guitars, which the driver kept 
beside him in the truck so after supper they could sing the 
old cowboy songs Calhoun loved. 


Late summer and early autumn had been hot and 


dry, and the dust kicked up by the cattle hung thick in the 
air. There were more horse and deerflies closer to the river, 
and legions of mosquitoes. The men were constantly 
swatting at insects and scratching the bites, and they had to 
check the cattle extra carefully for screwworms. Everyone 
except Calhoun would have preferred to take the northern 
route. 


Having the river nearby was an advantage, though. 


When they stopped for the night, the men on the first 
supper shift would head for the river, strip off their clothes, 
and wash the day's dirt and dust from their bodies before 
going to the chuck wagon. They came back after their meal 
and gave the second shift a chance to splash and horse 
around in the water before they ate. Then, when everyone 
had had his supper, the second shift went back to the herd, 
and together they drove them to the river and let them 
drink their fill before settling down for the night. Since they 


were so close to the river, Calhoun put four men on six-hour 
shifts for the night watch. 


Every other day, Julia and Lettie drove Zeke's car to 375 
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the chuck truck, picked up the men's filthy clothes and 
brought them back laundered two days later, a real luxury 
on a cattle drive. It became too far to drive when the herd 
had gone three-quarters of the way to Billings, so the last 
time they made the trip they brought two changes of 
clothes and four pair of underwear for each man on the 
drive. 


* OK OOK OX 


The leisurely pace had kept the cattle sleek and fat, and 
they got a good price for them. The night before they 
headed back to the ranch, Calhoun took the members of his 
family who had come with him —Clay, Jared, Zeke, Brandon, 
Logan and Charley— out on the town to celebrate a 
successful and profitable drive. They went from saloon to 
saloon, staying in each long enough to have one or two 
drinks, and sometimes put a coin in the jukebox, throw 
some darts, or play a round of pool. 


They were gathered around the jukebox in one of 


the saloons talking about what song they wanted to hear 
when a man standing at the bar called out, "Hey, who's the 
pretty boy?" They did not realize he was talking about them, 
and they ignored him. "You guys there at the jukebox, | 
asked who the pretty boy was," he repeated. 
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you mean? We're all good looking here." 

"A damn sight better looking'n you," Charley added. 
"You know which one. The queer." 


Calhoun clenched his fists. "Ain't none of us queer, so you 
better take back what you said." 


They moved forward as a group, expecting the man would 
back down, but it turned out a few of his cronies were 
drinking with him. A hush fell over the saloon. 


"I wasn't talking about you," the man said to Calhoun. 
Calhoun glared at him. 


The two groups of men faced each other in silence a few 
yards apart, ready to slug it out. 


"In case you're too blind to figure it out..." the man sneered, 
Vit Sa 


"It don't matter who it is," Calhoun interrupted. "If you say 
one of us's a faggot, you're calling us all faggots." 


"That ain't impossible, is it?" 
Clay and Jared moved in and started swinging. A 


couple of the other customers joined in on the locals’ side. 


The fight became a free-for-all, with punches flying on all 
sides and tables and chairs knocked over. The saloonkeeper 
did not try to stop them, but he took a pistol from behind 
the bar and yelled, "First man | see reach for his gun gets it 
through the head!" 
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Someone's fist caught Charley in the jaw, knocking him 
backward through the swinging doors. He followed him 
outside. They traded a few punches on the raised wooden 
walkway. Then Charley was pushed backward and tumbled 
over the railing into the street. 


The fight was over almost as quickly as it began. 


Calhoun caught the man who had insulted them by the arm, 
twisted it behind his back, and forced his head down onto 
the counter. Then he grabbed a whisky bottle, broke it 
against the bar, and held it to the man's face while he 
pushed up on his arm. "Maybe you're so sure we're faggots 


‘cause you want all seven of us to cornhole you, is that it? 
Pull down his pants, Clay." 

That ended the fight. "Okay, maybe | was wrong," 

the man said. "Can't always tell stuff like that." 

All the men in the saloon turned to look at them. 


Calhoun pushed his arm up more and would not have 
thought twice about breaking it. "Maybe you were wrong 


ain't good enough." 
"My mistake. | didn't mean to start no trouble." 


"Like hell you didn't. Now you go and shake every one of us 
by the hand and tell 'im to his face that he ain't no faggot 
and you're sorry you called 'im one. Me last. | ain't shaking 
your hand till you finish apologizing to all my kinfolk". 
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The man shook Clay's hand and said he was sorry, then 
Zeke's ... 


"What happened to Charley?" Logan asked. 


They found him lying in the street with his neck broken. The 
man he had been fighting with was nowhere in sight. 


The saloonkeeper sent for the sheriff. The Caldwells 
described as best they could what the man whom Charley 
had been fighting looked like. No one in the saloon admitted 
to knowing him, but you could tell by the look on the 
saloonkeeper's face they were lying. The saloonkeeper 
probably knew who he was too. 


* OK OOK OX 


Calhoun had sent the truck home when they arrived in 
Billings. It would take them four days to get back to the 
ranch, and first the coroner wanted to do an autopsy. By 
then, it would be too late to bring the body with them. 


Calhoun paid to have Charley buried in a cemetery in 
Billings. 


Calhoun said the news was too bad to give over the phone; 
he would have to tell Hester in person. When they got back 
to Caladelphia, he went to see Darcie and asked her to 
come with him when he broke the news to her. 
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Hester took it stoically. She asked how he had been killed 
and where he was buried. Then she went with Darcie to 
have the tailor fit her for a black mourning dress. It was 
ready in two days. No one ever saw her weep, but for a 
month her eyes were often red and puffy. 


Calhoun paid her what was coming to Charley, and all the 
men who had been on the drive chipped in a small sum so 
Hester would have double Charley's wages. Hester and 
Charley had not had children. Darcie asked her if she 
wanted to come back to live with her and Calvin, but Hester 
said she would keep the house and live alone, although it 
had three bedrooms. 


Hester only went twice to Billings to visit Charley's grave. 
She went the first time at the end of her month of mourning. 
The second and last time was right before she left 
Caladelphia. 


They held a wake for Charley in Hester's house. 


The women brought food, and Caliban played his guitar. 


Hester's neighbors came, and a few of Charley's friends 
from the bunkhouse, and everyone in the family except 
Calvin. He had suffered a stroke while Calhoun and the 
others were on the drive and had been taken to a hospital in 
Miles City. He stayed there a month. 
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14. 


Calvin's stroke left him with slurred speech and a shaky 
right arm. He told Darcie he was going to put Calvin Jr. in 
charge of the ranch. Darcie objected that their son was only 
sixteen, immature for his age, and not at all reliable; Calvin 
argued that the responsibility would force him to grow up. In 
the end, it made no difference. Despite what was publicly an 
official change in management, Calvin Jr. was only nominally 
in charge. His father still made all the decisions and gave all 
the orders. 


That nothing had really changed made no difference to 
Brandon and Logan, who refused to work for Calvin Jr. 


even if he would be their boss in name only. They had 
disliked him since they were little, and had developed an 
ingrained contempt for him. They got in their car and left to 
find work for the winter, promising they would return in 
spring to herd for Calhoun. Logan came back as he had said 
he would, but by train, for he had sold his share of the car to 
his brother, who had met a girl and become engaged to her. 


Logan described Emma Lenzinger, Brandon's bride- 


to-be, as an attractive girl with a good head on her 
shoulders. Her parents owned a large sheep farm in western 
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Emma was their only child, and the farm would pass on to 
her and her future husband when her parents grew too old 
to work it. Even Calhoun, who looked down his nose at 
sheep, agreed that it seemed Brandon had made a good 
match and his future looked bright. 


* OK OK OX 


Brandon and Emma's wedding would take place the 


third week in June. Caleb and Amanda, Logan, Lettie and her 
husband, Calhoun's Zeke, took the Northern Pacific Railway 
to Dickinson to attend. Caleb laid a plank across his wagon 
and nailed it to the sides to make a seat so they could drive 
to the station in Rosebud together. Calvin owned an 
automobile big enough to seat five, but he would not have 
lent it to them. Besides, it would have had to stay in 
Rosebud for a few days until they got back from North 
Dakota. 


Nearly all the farm machinery was motorized now. 


Calvin did not even own a wagon. He used his truck, which 
he had bought two years before he got the car. But the 
workers could not afford motorcars, and there were still 
quite a few wagons and shays on the ranch. Calvin might 


not have bought a car if Nick and Caliban had not bought 
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one first, but within a week of their buying it, a new car, 
twice as big, was parked in front of his house. Clay and Jared 
had one for the two of them, and Darcie thought it was only 
a matter of time before Calvin broke down and bought one 
for Calvin Jr. 


Calhoun did not like motor vehicles, and stubbornly refused 
to get a car, though it would have made life much easier for 
Julia, who most of the time had to take the shay or a wagon 
to get to Caladelphia Village. Clay had taught her to drive, 
so she took their car or Calhoun's truck when they were 
parked by the house, but many times they were not. Caleb 
used to ask to borrow Caliban's to go drinking in town, but 
Nick put his foot down after he had twice got too drunk to 
come home and failed to return it the next day, and they 
stopped lending it to him. 


Caleb left the wagon at a smithy near the station and paid 
the blacksmith fifty cents to keep it for them. Only Logan 
had ridden a train before. Brandon met them at the station 
in the Lenzingers' truck and drove them to see the farm and 
meet his fiancée and future in-laws. They stayed for lunch; 
then Brandon drove them back to the hotel in town where 
he had reserved rooms for them. The marriage would take 
place in Dickinson, and after, the couple would go on a two- 
week honeymoon back east. Since it was a busy time of 
year at the ranch, the Caldwells were staying 383 
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Emma's folks had an impressive spread. "Sure looks like you 
made your fortune, son," Caleb told him. 


Brandon put his arm around his fiancée's waist. 


“Emma's my fortune," he said. 


* OK OK OX 


More than a hundred guests attended Emma 


Lenzinger's wedding. The Lenzingers were respected leaders 
of the Dickinson community, admired for their honesty, their 
hard work, and their readiness to lend a hand, not to 
mention their wealth. The good citizens of Dickinson had 
hoped she would marry a local boy, and she did not lack for 
suitors. However, it Surprised no one that she had fallen for 
Brandon, who had not only inherited the good looks of the 
Caldwell men, but at six foot four combined his uncle 
Calvin's height with his uncle Calhoun's auburn hair and 
hazel eyes and his uncle Caliban's engaging smile. 


Nick often said that, after Caliban, Brandon was the 
handsomest man at Caladelphia. 


Emma wore a white satin bridal dress with a 


removable train and a veil hanging from a wreath of white 
rosebuds. Brandon wore a dress suit, the first he had ever 
put on. He kept running a finger under his shirt collar, as if 
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it was chaffing him. After they had exchanged vows at the 
church in Dickinson and he had slipped the gold wedding 
band on her finger and kissed her, the guests got into their 
cars and followed the Lenzingers back to the farm. The line 
of cars stretched for half a mile over the prairie. 


They parked in a field a quarter-mile from the 


house. Emma had decorated the front porch with crepe 
paper streamers and white, pink and pale blue balloons. 


The Lenzingers had put out ten round tables on the lawn 
and a canopy over them in case of rain, but the weather 
was warm and sunny. The tables were covered with white 
cloths with little plates of home-made relishes beside each 
setting, and each had a small bouquet of wildflowers in the 
center. 


They had hired waiters to serve their guests from a twenty- 
foot-long buffet table. The centerpiece of the buffet was a 
three-tiered wedding cake with little figurines of a bride and 
groom under a gazebo hung with wedding bells on top. 


Caleb's and Amanda's’ eyes bulged at the extravagance. 
But what impressed them most was the honeymoon to 


Washington D.C. and Philadelphia to visit the cradle of our 
nation, and the couple would also go to Virginia Beach to 
see the ocean. 


The champagne flowed freely. The Lenzingers had 


eight sheep roasting slowly on spits behind the house to 
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meat, and minced onions and carrots, and the skin had been 
rubbed with pepper and garlic. They served freshly baked 
rolls and heaping bowlfuls of mashed potatoes and baby 
green peas and platters piled high with buttered corn on the 
cob to go with the mutton. As a first course, the waiters 
brought around little bowls of a fruit salad of cherries — 


cherries in June!— oranges and exotic pineapple. 


Finally, they had built a raised platform for dancing and 
hired musicians — two fiddlers, a bass fiddle, a clarinet, and 
a banjo player with a harmonica. The platform had a railing 
around it and a post at each corner with Chinese lanterns 
hanging from streamers going from post to post. The party 
went on late into the night. After it broke up, the Caldwells 
thanked their in-laws, said goodbye to Emma, and then 
Brandon drove them back to their hotel. 


Their train left early the next morning. 


* OK OOK * 


When they arrived in Rosebud, they got their wagon and 
drove directly home. They dropped Lettie and Zeke at their 
house near Calhoun and Julia's. Lettie whipped up 
something for them to eat. It had been a long day, and they 
had had only one sparse meal on the train. After dinner, 
they drove back to Caleb's, and Logan walked home from 
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there. It was past ten o'clock on a Saturday night. 


Caleb and Amanda slept late. After breakfast, Caleb said he 
would ride to Caliban's and tell him about the wedding and 
what a big farm Brandon was going to own. 


He would also want to hear about the honeymoon. Caliban 
had often said he would like to visit some of those big 
eastern cities. 


Caleb thought he would surprise him, so he tied his horse to 
a bush about a quarter-mile from the house and walked the 
rest of the way. Jiggers, their new dog, trotted up to him to 
be petted when he saw him enter the yard, and then lay 
back down in his favorite spot by the pump. Inside, the 
house was silent. Caleb quietly opened the door to Caliban's 
bedroom. He meant to sneak up to his bed, yell 


"Boo!" and scare the pants off him. 


Caliban's pants were off already. He and Nick were sleeping 
next to each other in bed, Nick on his back, Caliban lying on 
his side pressed close against his friend, his hand wrapped 
around Nick's penis. 


Shaken, Caleb slowly pulled the door shut, tiptoed out of the 
house, and started back to where he had left to his horse. 
Nick must have heard something in his sleep, because he 
stirred, looked around, yawned, and gave Caliban a kiss. 
Caliban opened his eyes and smiled at him. 


Then they made love. 
387 


The City of Lovely Brothers 


Anel Viz 
Caleb stopped after he had gone a few hundred 


yards, however. Something made him turn back. He stood 
outside Caliban's window and looked inside. He saw his 
brother bent over Nick's cock, sucking on it. 


Caleb stayed to watch, moving to the side so only one eye 
was peering in the corner of the window. He did not think 
they would notice him. 


Caliban went on sucking for what seemed like hours to 
Caleb. Then he straddled Nick and lowered himself onto his 
cock, guiding it inside him with his hand until he was sitting 
on top of him and impaled to the hilt. Then he began to ride 
him, slowly at first, then faster, while Nick held his cock and 
pumped it. At last Nick let out a load moan, and Caliban 
squirted across his friend's chest, and then leaned forward 
and kissed him. Their mouths stayed pressed together, as if 
held there with glue. 


Caleb slid to the ground and leaned back against the side of 
the house, panting. Then he heard Nick's voice say 
something about washing up at the pump. He jumped up, 
climbed over the fence, and ran back to his horse. 
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15. 


Caleb waited a few days before confronting 


Caliban. He saw him standing alone down by the barns in 
Calvin's part of the ranch and told him he wanted to have a 
few words with him in private. 


"I saw you and Nick the other day," he began. 
Caliban was sure he knew what he meant by ‘saw’. 


It had to be something serious from the way he said it. But 
Caliban answered, as if he suspected nothing, "Why didn't 
you come over and say hello?" 


"You were in bed with him, having sex. | saw it all, from 
beginning to end. You sat on top of him and bounced up and 
down with his prick sticking up your ass." 


"You were spying on us." 


"| didn't come to spy; | came to tell you about Brandon's 
wedding and wanted to surprise you. | didn't want to see 
what I seen." 


"Are you going to tell the others?" 


"| wouldn't do that, not in a million years, but | had to tell 
you. | wanted you to know I know. You don't gotta keep it a 
secret from Nick. He may as well know too." 


"| don't have any secrets from Nick." 
"You had secrets from me, though." 
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"You mean about wanting sex with men. Of course | kept it a 
secret. How could | tell you something like that? 


| Know what you must think of me." 
"| don't think nothing bad of you. How could I? 


You're my brother. Lots o' men do it together when there 
ain't no women around. Well, not lots, but some. / done it." 


"Then you had secrets from me, too." 


"I'd 'a told you if | dared. Besides, you don't know what | 
think. You can't read my mind. You'd 'a told me sooner if you 
could. When | think of all those years we lived together, how 
we coulda done it—" 


"But Caleb, you're my brother!" 


"Why would that 'a made a difference? We'd 'a been fooling 
around, that's all." His face told a different story, however. 
Caliban could see he wanted him. He shook his head no. 


"Maybe we could sometime, just once, to make up for not 
having done it before," Caleb went on. 


Caliban kept shaking his head. "No." He whispered, but his 
voice was firm. 


"You saying no on account o' Nick? He don't gotta know." 


"On account of Nick, whether he knew or not. And because 
we're brothers." 


"Please, Caliban, just once. I'll let you fuck me. 
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God, if only I'd 'a Known. You don't know how much | wanted 
you, how | used to lie up at night and beat off thinking about 
how you were right there in the next room, so close, so 
beautiful. | waited for years, hoping, wanting you. | hurt so 
much inside. Then you went away to Laramie, and | thought 
you weren't never coming back. 


You said you would, but | didn't believe it. Then | met 
Amanda, and | married her. | wanted you to live with us. 


Remember? But you said you were gonna ask Nick to live 
with you. | never thought..." 


His voice trailed off. Tears were rolling down his cheeks. 
Caliban's heart ached for him, but he had no sexual feelings 
for him, none at all. 


"How many were there before Nick?" Caleb asked. 


"Nick was my first. I've never had sex with anyone but Nick, 
and I've never wanted to." 


"Then you lied that time | asked if you were getting any." He 
bit down on his lips to control their trembling and began to 
blubber, very quietly. 


"I'm so sorry, Caleb," he whispered. "Yes, | lied." 


"If we did it just once, that'd be enough for me. | mean it. I'd 
be happy. | wouldn't ask for it again. | promise | wouldn't." 


"No, Caleb, it's impossible. | love you, but not that way." 
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"The way you love Nick?" 
"Yes, the way | love Nick." 


"Did it start after he come live with you, or were you doing it 
before that?" 


"We did it the first time the winter after he came here. We 
couldn't do it very often. Where would we have done it? 
When you wrote you were getting married, | was happy for 
you, and also for me, because now Nick and | would have a 
place to be together." 


“That's why you talked me into marrying Amanda, ain't it?" 


"| didn't talk you into it. | said | liked her and thought 
marrying her was a good idea. You were over thirty-five. | 
didn't know about you, did I? As you said, | can't read your 
mind." 


"Would you 'a had sex with me if I'd 'a told you?" 
"No. I'm sure | would have told you no." 

"Would you 'a moved away?" 

"Only if you kept after me." 


Caleb wiped his nose with his sleeve. His tears had dried up, 
but he sounded as if he might break down and start sobbing 
at any moment. "Do you think you could change your mind 
ever?" he asked. "Like | said, just for once. Let me suck you, 
and you could fuck me." 
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again. Not ever." 

"Will you at least kiss me?" 


"Not on the mouth. This is something you just have to 
accept, Caleb. It breaks my heart to see you suffer like this, 
but there's nothing we can do about it. Shake hands?" 


Caleb held out his hand. It was just a normal 


handshake, but Caliban imagined he felt desire in it, anda 
chill ran up his spine. 


"You ain't gonna tell Nick about this, are you?" 
Caleb asked. 

"| tell Nick everything." 

"It's just that | don't want him mad at me." 

"Nick won't be mad, and he won't be jealous, either. 


He'll feel sorry for you, as | do. You don't have to worry he'll 
pick a fight with you." 


Caliban left Caleb standing behind the barn. He saw him fall 
to his knees and start bawling. He could not go back to him, 
though; he was shaking himself. And what would he have 
said? Caleb could plead with him forever; it would make no 
difference. 


Caliban drove home immediately. Jiggers sensed 
something was wrong and followed him into the house. 


They had named him Jiggers because it was what most of 
the people on the ranch had called their two other dogs. 
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* OK OOK OX 


When he got home that evening, Nick found 


Caliban sitting at the table, brooding, with Jiggers' head in 
his lap. Caliban said something to greet him, but he did not 
get up and give him the hug he always did. 


"What's wrong, Cal?" Nick asked. "Something's eating at 
you, eating at you bad. You gonna tell me what it is?" 
Caliban shook his head. "It ain't like you to hold something 
back from me." 


"Not now, Nick. You go make supper. | don't feel up to it. I'll 
tell you later, when we're in bed and you'll be there to hold 
me. | think | may break down and cry when | start talking 
about it." 


"| can hold you now." 


"If | told you now, we'd probably skip supper altogether. 
Later, when we're in bed." 


After they got into bed, Caliban told Nick 


everything, and as he thought he might, he wept when he 
told him. "I used to think | had three brothers," he said. 


"Then little by little | came to realize | only had one. Now 
I've lost Caleb, too." 


Nick held him tight, but spoke no words of comfort. 
"Aren't you going to say anything?" Caliban asked. 
"I was thinking this ain't the end of it." 
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"Why shouldn't it be, Nick? Are you worried about Caleb? 
Don't. | can fend him off." 


Nick was thinking: /t's over. Word of us is gonna get around. 
Cleb drinks too much. We're gonna hafta leave the ranch. 
He kept his thoughts to himself and did not tell Caliban what 
was on his mind. 


Suddenly, Caliban groaned, as if in pain. "What is it, Cal? Is 
there something else?" 


"Something | just remembered." And he told Nick about the 
day Clay and Jared had come on him while was out walking 
without his clothes, and Caleb had dared them to pull down 
their pants. 


"| always thought he was trying to come on to you when he 
decided to teach you all about sex with the two of you in 
bed together. You were too innocent to catch on." 


"Why didn't you say anything if you thought it?" 


"Cause you wouldn't 'a believed it, and we'd 'a had an 
argument for no reason. It was over and done with, 
anyways." 


“Remember the hanging we saw in Billings?" 


"I wouldn't worry about Cleb that way. He ain't the kind that 
goes after little kids." 


"I was only fourteen, Nick! And Clay and Jared were about 
the same age." 
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pajama? And he didn't try nothing with Calhoun's boys 
except treating his eyes to a little gawk. You scarred for 
life?' 


"| thought nothing of it at the time. Not consciously, that is." 


"Same with Clay and Jared. You think it's why you growed up 
liking men?" 


"Are you kidding?" 
"Then it don't seem like no hanging matter to me. 
You calmer now?" 


"Make love to me, Nick. | want to feel your arms holding me; 
| want to feel your lips kissing my neck; | want to feel your 
prick inside me. Lie on top of me." 


Nick greased his penis and slid into him. He lay very still for 
a while, pumping blood into his organ, making it swell. 
Caliban moaned and whispered, "I love you so much it 
hurts." 


Nick thought of asking him if what hurt was his ass, but it 
was no time to make jokes. He pumped with long, slow, 
even strokes. A few times he heard Caliban start to cry 
beneath him. "Are you alright, Cal?" he asked. 


"Don't stop. It feels good. I'm just very, very sad. | feel I've 
lost Caleb forever because | can never feel the same about 
him." 


"Hush, baby." 
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"Fuck me, Nick. Fuck me hard. | need to feel your love." 
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16. 

For the rest of the summer, Caleb and Caliban 


avoided each other. Caliban put a brave face on it when he 
was with people, and they thought him cheerful as ever, but 
at home he moped and was despondent. Sometimes he 


would cry himself to sleep, and Nick would caress him and 
say, "Please, baby. Please don't cry." 


For about a month, Caliban clung to his lover when they got 
into bed and asked him to fuck him. At length Nick said, 
"Shit, Cal, ain't | got a right to get fucked too once in 
awhile?" Caliban gave him what he asked for, and he found 
that, too, made him feel better, so he fucked him a second 
time, and then a third. A half an hour later, once again his 
finger was tracing the line of Nick's crack. "I said 


‘once in awhile'," Nick muttered. 


Caliban gradually adjusted and became his old self again. 
Caleb came to the house twice to show them postcards 
Brandon had sent while on his honeymoon, but their 
conversation was Strained, and he left after a few minutes. 
His eyes lingered over them as a couple, and his gaze spoke 
volumes. He wished he were Nick. 


KKK 
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At the beginning of September, Calhoun left on 


what he promised would be his last cattle drive. The year 
before was supposed to have been his last, but Charley's 
death had soured it for everyone, and he didn't want to 
leave off herding with a bitter taste in his mouth. 


The next day, Nick drove into town to take care of some 
business at the bank where he and Caliban had had a joint 


account for years. Calvin had protested strongly when he 
found out that Nick had access to his brother's money, but 
they explained that every year Caliban was finding it harder 
to go as far as town, and it was necessary for Nick to be 
able to handle some of his financial transactions. 


Nick recognized some men he vaguely knew when 


he left the bank. There were five of them. He nodded to 
them, and they scowled back. Nick thought nothing of it and 
crossed the street to make a few purchases at one of the 
stores. They were still standing there when he came out, as 
if they were waiting for something. He started toward the 
car, which he had parked near the corner. 


Halfway to the car, he realized the men were 


following him. He turned to face them and asked, "You got 
something you wanna say to me?" 


"Yeah," one of them said, "we wanna tell you that guys like 
you ain't welcome in this town, and if you know 399 
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what's good for you, you'll keep far away from here." 
"Drop dead," Nick said, and headed back toward the car. 


The five men ran to catch up with him. One of them grabbed 
him by the arm, making him drop the bag of items he had 
bought at the store. Another of the men snarled, 


"You stupid or something, faggot? Didn't you get the 
message?" and punched him in the face. 


Nick swung back at him, but he could not stand 


against five men. In a flash, two of them had jumped him 
from behind and held him in place, one of them bending his 
arm up behind his back, while the three others punched him 
in the stomach and on the face over and over. People in the 
street saw them beating on him, but nobody said a word, 
much less came to his defense. 


Nick managed to tear himself free from the men's grip and 
threw himself to the ground. He curled into a ball, his arms 
protecting his head. Then they started spitting on him and 
kicking him in the head, back, butt, arms and legs. 


Someone landed a kick close to his crotch, and Nick moved 
one hand from his head to between his legs to protect his 
nuts. 


They could have killed him, but they got bored after about 
ten minutes of whaling on him. "Next time we see ya here 
we're gonna kill ya," they warned. "And tell that 400 
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cripple fancy boy of yours he'll get the same. Don't matter 
none to us that he's a Caldwell. We'll let his brothers know 
what he is, and they'll help us out. Now git. And don't come 
back!" 


They stood in a circle around him to make sure he would go. 
Nick raised himself to his knees, tried to stand, and vomited 
in the street. The men laughed at him, then turned around 
and walked away. 


Nick lay still for a while. He waited until he was sure they 
had left. He ran his tongue over his teeth to make sure they 
were all there and felt his ribs to see if they were cracked 
and his cheek to see if it was busted. His clothing was torn 
and his bruises were painful, but he seemed to have come 
out of it in one piece; just very banged up. His face was cut 
and bleeding profusely. Then, limping as badly as Caliban, 
he gathered up his scattered purchases, put them in the car, 
dusted himself off, and drove home. 


Caliban was shocked when he saw him. 
"| got beat up," Nick said. "About half a dozen guys—" 


"Tell me later. First I'm going to clean you up. You sit there 
while | get the iodine. Take off your shirt. They get you any 
lower?" 


"Shins, backside, wherever they could kick. | put 401 
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my hands between my legs and covered my crotch. And | 
only got one or two kicks in the head. Most o' what they 
done to my face was from punching." 


Nick told his story while Caliban washed his 
wounds, taped his cuts closed, and kissed his booboos. 


Caliban's face grew grimmer as he listened to what had 
happened. 


"And you know what I was thinking about all the time, Cal? | 
wasn't thinking about the guys who were whaling on me, or 


even about the people that were looking on and didn't do or 
say nothing. | was thinking about the story the guys told 
back in Nebraska the night | run away, how they beat up a 
faggot and how they couldn't get my old man to stop 
kicking ‘im, and | was thinking of how that guy was me." 


"Hush." 


"We can't stay here, Cal," he concluded. "They know about 
us now. You gotta sell." 


"Nobody on the ranch would dare do anything to us." 


"We can't hole up here like in a stockade for the rest o' our 
lives. We're gonna hafta leave the ranch sometimes. 


It ain't safe for us in town, and folks on the ranch'll hear 
about us and stare at us and talk behind our backs, even if 
they don't do nothing. | can't live like that, can you? We 402 
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can't. You gotta sell." 

"I know. Where will we go?" 


"We can think about that later. Someplace east, | think. A 
city would be best. We could both find some kinda work 
there." 


“Let's go now and ask Caleb if he'll buy me out. 


That makes the most sense, since our properties are right 
next to each other." 


* OK OOK OX 


They went together to see him. "What happened to you, 
Nick?" Caleb asked. "Get in a fight or something?" 


Nick grunted. 


"We've come to ask if you're interested in buying my land," 
Caliban said. 


“Buy your land? Whattaya wanna sell it for?" 
“How much will give us for it?" Nick asked. 
"That ain't how | meant it." 


"| reckon Caliban knows he ain't getting no better, and he's 
better off moving close to the village," Amanda said. 


"Yeah, Calhoun'll understand and he won't hold it against 
you," Caleb said. "Can't see why it means you gotta sell, 
though. But if you wanna sell it, why not sell to 403 
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Calhoun? He could use the grazing land. It's him that has 
the herd; me and Logan work for him." 


"Calhoun ain't here, and we need the money now," 
Nick explained. 


"You that strapped for money, Caliban? | could lend you 
some. How much you—" 


"Amanda, would you mind if Nick and | had a word in private 
with my brother? This is sort of personal." 


Amanda smiled, excused herself, and went into the house. 
"I'll put up some coffee," she said. 


"We have to leave the ranch, Caleb," Caliban explained. "We 
can't stay here anymore. Someone in town must've found 

out about us —about Nick and me— and they're talking. Five 
or six guys set on him when he was in town today, and they 
beat him up. Before you know it, word will reach the ranch." 


Caleb blanched. "Nobody's gonna lay a hand on you here in 
Caladelphia." 


"Maybe not, but we'll be pariahs." 
“But where'll you go?" 


"It doesn't matter. We just have to sell and get away as soon 
as possible. We'll take some clothes, keepsakes, and things 
like that, get in the car drive to... well, Laramie, probably. 
Why not? | should say goodbye to Callie, too. 


Then we'll get on a train and head east, or west, or 404 
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wherever." 

"Ain't you never coming back?" 


"No, Caleb, we have to leave for good. There's no way 
around it. Will you buy my land?" 


"No. | don't want you to leave." 


"We're going whether you buy it or not." 


"It's because of me, ain't it?" 


"It has nothing to do with you. Jesus, you of all people 
should understand why we can't stay here." 


"| ain't gonna buy it." 


"If you don't, we'll have to sell to Calvin. | don't want to do 
that. | don't want him to have it, and | don't want to do it to 
Calhoun." 


"Maybe Julia got the money," Nick said. 
"She doesn't. Their account's in Calhoun's name. 


The big one, | mean. They have another, a smaller one in 
both their names for emergencies or while he's away." 


"We can give it a try" Nick said. "Last thing | wanna see is 
Calvin getting his hands on your land if we can help it. And if 
Caleb here won't take it—" 


"Are you sure you won't, Caleb?" 
Caleb shook his head no. 
"Please, Caleb. For me." 


"I'd do anything for you, Caliban; you know | would. But not 
this. | wouldn't take your land if you sold it 405 
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to Calvin and he turned around and give it to me fora 
present. Please don't ask no more. It hurts for me to say no 
to you, but I won't do it." 


"But why not, Caleb?" 


"| got my reasons, and they ain't no worse'n the reasons you 
got for leaving. | can't make you stay, but I ain't gonna 
make it no easier for you to leave. And | ain't changing my 
mind, neither, no matter what you say. So go, just go. Go 
see Julia. Maybe she'll buy it after all, or maybe she knows 
about some men that works for Calvin that'll all chip in for it 
so's they can set up on their own." 


"I'd like that," Nick said, "seeing Calvin's own ranch hands 
buying land he thinks is his out from under ‘is nose, but it'd 
take too long. Let's go see Julia, Cal." 


Caleb started crying as soon as Caliban and Nick left. 
Amanda heard them drive off and came back out onto the 
porch. "Why, honey, what's the matter?" she asked. 


"Ain't they staying for coffee?" 


"Caliban and Nick's going away, leaving the ranch, and they 
ain't never coming back. | ain't never gonna see Caliban 
again." 


"They'll be back, Caleb. | know it in my heart." 
"No, they ain't coming back, and it's all my fault." 


"Don't go blaming yourself, Caleb. | seen you had some 
kinda falling out with your brother, but that can't be 406 
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why they're going. You seen for yourself Caliban wanted to 
sell his land to you." 


But Caleb had turned away from her and was 
waving his arm behind him as if to shoo her away. 


Weeping, he left her on the porch and walked off across the 
grasslands under the setting sun until she saw him 
disappear over the rise. 
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17. 


Julia did not have the money. "Can't this wait till Calhoun 
gets back, Caliban? How come you suddenly hafta leave?" 


"| can't explain, we just have to. Isn't there some way we 
can avoid selling it to Calvin? Don't you have any money at 
all?" 


"| got one hundred fifty dollars. | can let you have all of it, 
and borrow from Darcie to tide me over till Calhoun gets 
back." 


"I'd let you have it for that, but we need more than a 
hundred and fifty dollars to move out and get ourselves set 
up somewhere." 


Nick said, "Tell you what, Julia. Cal'll take the money and let 
you have a Strip of it two miles wide that runs along Caleb's 
property. That way Calhoun'll have it, and Calvin won't go 
and strong-arm Caleb into selling off what him and Amanda 
got to get his dirty mitts on the whole west half." 


“Thank you, Nick. Calhoun'll appreciate it." 


"We'll go to Calvin tonight and sell him the rest," 


Caliban said. "Then we'll go to Miles City tomorrow and draw 
up the deeds." 
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"Why Miles City? Why not in town?" 


"Maybe we can find us a buyer in Miles City and not hafta 
sell Calvin any of it," Nick said, "and Billings is too far. We'll 
prob'ly need to go there and back twice." He was thinking 
aloud, but Julia thought he was answering her question. 


“Thank you, Julia. How long do you think will it take you to 
get the money?" 


"| can have it for you the day after tomorrow, when you and 
Nick come by with the paperwork." 


They said goodnight to Julia and turned the car 


toward home, but when they reached the main gate to 
Caladelphia, Nick said, "Let's go to Calv's now so's l'Il be 
right there to see you don't let 'im push ya around. You milk 
‘im for all you can get outta him, Cal, for Houn's sake if not 
for ours." 


When Calvin heard what they had come for, he 


asked them to step into his office. "I thought you might be 
stopping by with some kinda like proposition," he said. 


"You two can't hang around here no more, from what | hear. 
Calvin Jr. says people're telling stories about you in town. 
And they make alot o' sense, too, when you think about it." 


Caliban turned pale. 

"Ain't none o' your business why Cal's selling," 
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Nick said. "Only question is, d'ya wanna buy it." 


“Course I'm interested, if the price is right. Far as I'm 
concerned, you can't get outta here soon enough. 


Everyone on the ranch'll be too ashamed to set foot in town 
long as we got faggots around. You're a blot on the Caldwell 
name, Caliban. | don't consider you my brother no more." 


"If this is all it takes for you to cut 'im off, blood don't mean 
that much to you. You think Cal and Calhoun and Caleb're 
thrilled to have you for a brother?" 


Calvin ignored him and turned to Caliban. "Sorta got you 
over a barrel, don't |?" 


"I came to you because you're my brother. I'd've thought 
you'd be fair with me." 


"Caleb's your brother, too, and so's Calhoun. 


‘Course Julia don't got no money. Surprised you didn't go to 
Caleb first." 


"Caleb's not interested. Look, will you give me a fair price or 
not? Because if not—" 


"If not?" 


"We'll just drive to Billings and find ourselves another buyer. 
It shouldn't be hard. Land values are going up. We're not in 
that much of a rush." 


"It ain't like we're leaving first thing tomorrow morning," 
Nick said. 
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It took more than two hours of haggling, but they got Calvin 
to agree to a fair, even somewhat generous price. Very 
generous, since they did not tell him about the two-mile 
Strip they had already sold to Julia. Calvin took the deeds for 
their great-grandfather's original claim and for Caliban's 
quarter from the safe and handed them over so they could 
have the new papers drawn up. 


* OK OK OX 


They made two trips to Miles City. On the first, they brought 
the deeds to the best lawyer in town, Troilus Pardoner, and 
paid him extra to write up the transfer papers before the 
banks closed. Then they went with him to the bank and had 
the bank manager co-sign them. They stayed overnight in a 
hotel and returned to the ranch the next day with a 
surveyor. He compared his measurements with what was in 
the papers and declared them accurate. Then the three 


went to Julia's for the night and took her with them to Miles 
City the next morning to finalize the sale of her strip. 


Two days later, they signed the rest of the land over to 
Calvin at the bank in town. Calvin did not discover that they 
had sold that strip to Julia until Calhoun put up fences after 
he got back from the drive. There had been no fences 
between Caliban's and Caleb's holdings. 
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They went back to Caleb to ask if he would buy 


their bed linens, cookware and some of their furniture, but 
he refused to see them. Amanda said she was sorry he 
would not let her buy any of it and told them he would 
regret it later, but promised to take Jiggers. Julia borrowed 
money from Darcie to buy some of the cookware she 
fancied and also their chairs. Darcie bought their down 
comforters. The rest they sold to Hester to resell at the 
general store. 


Twelve days after Nick's beating they packed their bags and 
said goodbye to everyone except Caleb, who locked himself 
in his room when they came. Julia promised to say goodbye 
to Calhoun for them, and Darcie promised to write as soon 
as they sent her an address. Then they got in the car and 
set off for Laramie, stopping in town on the way to send 
Callie a telegram to let her know they were coming. They 
had decided to go east. 


* OK OOK OX 


"So you decided to sell out and leave the ranch," 


Callie said. "You plan on settling in Laramie or are ya gonna 
go somewhere else?" 


"We're going east, Callie, a long way east. We mean to look 
for a city to settle in." 
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"| suppose it's getting hard for you to live in that little house 
way away from everything, and life in a big city will be 
easier on you. They have doctors and big hospitals, and you 
can prob'ly find some kind of office work you can do sitting 
down." 


“There's more to it than that. We're going to live hundreds, 
maybe a thousand miles from here, and we don't plan on 
coming back to visit, either. When we say goodbye to you, 
it'll be forever." 


"But why, Caliban? Why?" 


Caliban and Nick glanced at Robert. "Well, | guess there's 
something | ain't supposed to know," he said, and left the 
room. Then they told her. 


"I knew this was gonna happen sooner or later," 


Callie said, "I just knew it. But after all these years | thought 
maybe you were Safe after all, and nobody'd find out. How 
did word of it get out? Do you know?" 


Caliban shook his head. 


"How long you reckon you'll be in Laramie?" 


"No more'n a day or two," Nick said, "just long enough to 
sell the car. We wanna go someplace, set up house, and get 
it over with." 


"| got a room ready for you. It got two beds in it, but you can 
sleep together in one o' them. Just mess the other up so 
Robert don't know you're sleeping in the same 413 
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bed. Now go and freshen up and rest a bit, and we'll see you 
at supper." 


x KOK OX 
That evening the four of them discussed their plans. 
"Decided on where you're going yet?" Robert asked. 


"No. That's the most important thing we have to decide. It 
has to be somewhere Nick can find a good-paying job. He's 
the main wage-earner now that I've sold my part of the 
ranch." 


"Sold your ranch," Callie corrected. "Caladelphia's four 
ranches now." 


"And now it's three. Calvin bought most of the property." 
"Then you couldn't 'a got a good price for it." 


"We got a fair price," Nick said, "better'n fair, but it took us 
nearly all night to get it outta him. Had to threaten we'd go 
to Billings to find a buyer. He wanted that land real bad, too. 


His ranch ain't no ranch. It's a town for the men who work at 
Calhoun's ranch." 


"You got enough money?" 


“Between what we got for the land and what was in the 

house and what we had in the bank, yes, we have more 

than enough. We ought to get a decent price for the car, 
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too." 

"You interested in buying it?" Nick asked. 


"No, ours serves us just fine," Robert said, "but I know a 
couple o' friends | think might buy it." 


"Whattaya gonna do with all that money?" Callie asked. "You 
ain't gonna stick it in a mattress, are ya?" 


"I was thinking we would invest most of it. We'd earn more 
in interest than we would if we leave it all in a bank." 


"| don't trust stockbrokers no more'n | do bankers," 


Robert said. "If | was you, I'd buy them gold certificates the 
government sells. Banks can go under, but the government 
won't. And them certificates mean you own the gold. Price 

o' gold ain't going down like silver done. If anything, it'll go 
on going up." 


They thought Robert's idea was a good one and 


decided to use most of what they had to buy gold. They'd 
hang onto the rest for setting themselves up and open a 
bank account when they got wherever they were going. 


"But that's what we need to decide, and soon, where we're 
going to go," Caliban said. "We were hoping you two might 
have some ideas." 


"I'll ask around," Robert promised. "Don't Know too much 
about them eastern cities myself. What kinda work you 
thinking o' doing, Nick? You won't find no ranch work 415 
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"I ain't thought much about it. Something | can do with my 
hands, | guess." 


* OK OOK OX 


Caliban and Nick stayed in Laramie five days. It took them 
that long to take care of everything they had to do, like 
selling the car and arranging for the gold certificates, which 
would have taken a lot longer if they had not converted 
everything Caliban had owned into cash. 


They narrowed their final destination down to Chicago or 
Davenport and flipped a coin. Davenport won. Nick was glad 
it was going to be Davenport. He could have found a job 
easily in the Chicago stockyards, but from what he had 
heard, Chicago was too big a city, and he did not relish 
slaughtering animals. He would eat them, but he preferred 
not to have to kill them himself. At least not the bigger ones. 
Killing chickens or rabbits did not bother him. 


Before they left, Callie asked for a studio 


photograph of Caliban. He and Nick both posed for portraits 
in their ranch clothes. Caliban had three prints made, one 
for Callie, one to send to Darcie, and the third for himself 
and Nick. We know this from the letter he wrote when he 
sent it to Darcie. Nick only had one made 416 
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for Caliban and himself. 

A day or two before they took the train east, a 


telegram for Caliban arrived from Darcie. Nick, Callie and 
Robert watched him open it. He turned white as a sheet and 
said in a broken voice, "Caleb's killed himself. He shot 
himself in the head." 
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By what route exactly the sepia photograph of 


Caliban found its way into the archives at Bozeman is a 
mystery. That it was taken in Laramie is an inference. Nick 
does not mention having their photos taken. Caliban looks 
about forty-eight —a young forty-eight— which is how old he 
was when he and Nick left to live in Davenport, and it seems 
likely that Callie would have asked him for a photograph 
before he left. She knew they would never see each other 
again. | am guessing that Nick had his taken at the same 
time, and it has been lost. We may assume the photos were 
made before the news of Caleb's suicide reached them, for 
Caliban looks happy in his, and Nick's diary tells us how the 
news upset him. 


The newspaper photo of Caleb was taken looking 


down at him. The photographer must have been standing 
right at his feet. It shows us a balding man with a fair 
amount of grey in his beard lying on the floor, his jaw 


hanging, his arms stretched out to the sides. Surprisingly, 
his eyes, wide open and staring blankly into space, are not 
without expression. Despair, or perhaps remorse, are 
written all over his face, and | have extrapolated his reason 
for committing suicide from his expression in the photo. 


Nick wrote extensively in his diary about Caliban's 
depression, which stayed with him for weeks. At times he 
worried that Caliban might follow Caleb's example and kill 
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himself. He does not speculate on what caused Caliban's 
health to decline more rapidly after they left the ranch. | 
attribute it mostly to the natural aging process, although 
melancholy at being separated from his home and family no 
doubt played a part in it, as did the difficulties that come 
with living in a city. Although the physical demands were 
fewer, he was unaccustomed to them. 


After they left Laramie, Nick stopped writing about the ranch 
and the Caldwell family, except for an occasional memory 
from the years he lived there. Information on what 
happened after they left must be gleaned from the letters 
Darcie sent Caliban, isolated paragraphs in those Jake wrote 
to him, and of course from articles and documents in the 
archives at Bozeman. 


Over the years, less and less of what Nick put in his diary 
had to do with himself, and in the last notebooks almost 
everything we read is about Caliban, or some novelty that 
aroused his interest, like Doctor Brewster's water heater and 
porcelain bathtub. His first person references are all "I 
thought, | said, | felt" followed by something about Caliban. 


And of course he is the other half in his descriptions of their 
lovemaking. Nineteen times out of twenty the words "I did" 
refer to a sexual act, though that act might be no steamier 
than a kiss or a gentle caress, and the words "it felt" are 
sure to occur no more than a 422 
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sentence or two away. He uses those words frequently in the 
account he gives of the outcome of their bet, written over 
four weekends. It contains the most graphically explicit 
passages in the diary and fills fifteen and a half pages. One 
immediately sees that these pages are the most worn of all 
the pages in all eight notebooks, whether because Nick 
opened his diary to reread them over and over after Caliban 
died or because they provided inspiration for the 
masturbatory fantasies of my friend who sent it to me, | 
Cannot Say. 


Whether Nick is writing about making love or what Caliban 
cooked for supper or what they saw from the train window 
on their way to Davenport, and however clumsily he words 
it, we hardly find a sentence where the intensity of his love 
for Caliban does not illumine the page with gold, and we 
may infer from his never questioning whether Caliban loves 
him in return that Caliban's devotion was as great as his. 
Caliban and Nick may not be one of history's greatest love 
stories, but Nick's diary is surely the story of one of history's 
greatest loves. 


423 
The City of Lovely Brothers 
Anel Viz 


L. 


As much as Caleb's declaration of love had upset Caliban, 
Caliban's love for Nick disturbed Caleb more. His depression 
was more pervasive, more consuming than his brother's. 
Caliban could turn to Nick for comfort; Caleb kept his pain to 
himself and brooded over it. Amanda saw his gloominess 
and could guess the cause had to do with Caliban, although 
she did not know the particulars of their falling out. She kept 
after her husband to make up with his brother, reminding 
him how close they had always been. 


"It's eating at you," she would say. "You can't go on like 
this." Caleb would turn a deaf ear, grumble at her, and tell 
her it was none of her business. Eventually they would 
argue, and he would storm out of the house and go to town 
to get drunk. 


Caleb drunk in the summer of 1923 was not same 


drunken Caleb of previous decades, swaggering and 
boisterous, whooping it up and pulling ridiculous stunts or 
getting into fights. The alcohol found its way to his brain 
faster, and he became the melancholy, weepy, self-pitying 
kind of drunk that sober people ignore and other, fun-loving 
drunks shun. His bottle was his companion, and sometimes 
another down-in-the-dumps drunk or two who 424 


The City of Lovely Brothers 
Anel Viz 
had been jilted by their girlfriends or lost heavily at cards. 


Weepy drunks like to tell each other their troubles when 
they get together to drown them in whisky. They talk more 
than they listen, and when they do talk, it is generally to 


themselves. Caleb did not hold back from his drinking 
buddies that his had to do with his brother. 


“That Calvin being an asshole again?" one of them asked. 
"It ain't Calvin. It's Caliban" 
"Since when is Caliban an asshole?" said another. 


"Not just Caliban. It's him and Nick. | don't like how they're 
together all the time." 


"Yeah. | ain't never seen two men such good friends." 


"Ain't nothing they don't do together. Ya know, they even 
sleep together." 


"| thought they got their own rooms." 

"Sleep together in the raw. All the time. Winter too. 
It ain't natural." 

Caleb was blubbering. The men half-listening to 

him thought it was because his brother was a queer. 


"Jesus! Why don't you chase that Nick fella offa the ranch 
and knock Caliban around a little so he'll shape up?" 


"Yeah, | just might do that." 
But the other man was no longer listening. He had 425 
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gone back to moping about his girlfriend. 


* OK OOK OX 


After Caliban left, Caleb stayed in his room for over a week. 
If Amanda said something to him, he replied with a grunt. 
She brought his meals to his room and would ask if he would 
like her to bring hers in, too, so they could eat together. 
"Nah. Go sit at the table, you'll be more comfortable," he 
would answer. He would pick at his food and leave most of 
his meal uneaten. When she came to bed at night, he would 
have already turned out the light and would pretend to be 
asleep. 


It was not in Amanda's nature to turn to other 


people for help. She stubbornly and stupidly believed she 
could deal with her own problems and handle her man. She 
was convinced he was punishing himself for not having said 
goodbye to Caliban. When she brought his supper one 
evening, she said, "You can't go on moping like this, Caleb." 


"You're right," he said. "I'm gonna get drunk." Then he 
walked out, got into his car, and drove to town. 


The saloon was crowded when Caleb arrived. A 
half-dozen of his friends were standing at the bar drinking. 


"Hey, Caleb, c'mon over and join us," they called. "We're 
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celebrating having rode them queers outta town." 


Caleb froze. "One o' them queers is my brother," he said 
loudly, enunciating every word. 


"You'd think that'd give you more reason to be happy you're 
rid o' him." 


Caleb drew his gun, and the saloon fell silent. 


"Don't take it personal," the bartender said. "It ain't nothing 
to get all worked up over. Put that thing away and sit down 
at a table, and I'll pour you a drink. It's on the house." 


Caleb raised the gun, pointed it at his temple, and pulled 
the trigger. 


x OK OOK OX 
When they brought Caleb's body back to 


Caladelphia, Darcie sent a man to drive to Billings, hoping 
he would find Logan, who was helping drive Calhoun's cattle 
to the railhead, on the way, but the men were keeping the 
herd a few miles off the road, and he could not find him. She 
sent a telegram to the stockyard asking them to send Logan 
back to the ranch as soon as he got there. 


“We're gonna hafta tell Amanda without 'im," she said. 
"You coming with me, Hester?" 

Amanda began screaming and waving her hands 
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wildly in front of her face when Darcie told her Caleb was 
dead. Darcie had to put two arms around her waist to drag 
her to the settee to make her sit while Hester ran to get the 
brandy, and still Amanda screamed and waved her hands. 


Hester held the brandy glass to her lips while Darcie held 
her in place. Amanda took a swallow, coughed, and sipped 
the brandy again. "How'd it happen?" she asked, as if 
suddenly more bewildered than grieved. 


"He shot himself," Darcie said, and then she added, 
"With a gun," meaning that it had not been an accident. 


"| understood that," Amanda said, still looking bewildered. 
"You can't shoot yourself with a bow and arrow." 


Amanda was by no means a stupid woman, but 


when there was something she did not want to know she 
could listen to what people said and not understand a word 
of it. She made a great display of this ability the evening 
before the funeral, when, sitting in her front room with 
Logan, Lettie, Darcie, Hester and Julia, she tried to find a 
reason that satisfied her why Caleb had committed suicide. 


Zeke and his brothers had gone out for a smoke on the 
porch, and Calhoun had stayed home. He was furious that 
Calvin had got his hands on Caliban's quarter, and he 
thought he would be there, but Calvin Sr. and Jr. had driven 
to Forsyth to meet Brandon and Emma's train. 
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"Some people're saying it's on account o' Caliban," 
Hester whispered. 


Darcie gave her an angry look and signaled her to keep 
quiet. 


Amanda nodded. "Caleb was real down after 
Caliban went away. He wouldn't even say goodbye to him. 
Do you really think he'd kill himself for that?" 


"Not on account o' he went away, on account o' why he 
went away." 


"Hester!" Darcie hissed. 
"It wasn't Caleb made 'im go away. He coulda stayed." 


"He couldn't 'a, Mama," Lettie said. "Don't you Know why he 
went? Folks were saying bad things about 


inact 
"About Caleb?" 

"About Caliban, Amanda," Darcie said impatiently. 
"Caliban and Nick." 

"What're they saying about 'im?" 

"You mean you really don't know?" Lettie asked. 


"You know I don't like to listen to malicious gossip, Lettie. It's 
one reason | like living here so far outta town. 


But if got something to do with—" 


"It don't," Darcie said. "So it don't matter none, since it ain't 
why Caleb shot himself. Some people're just 429 
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"You better tell 'er, Darcie," Julia said, "before somebody 
else tells 'er." 


Darcie told her. It took a while for it to sink in. The others 
thought it would upset or shock her, because she had 
always seemed such an innocent, but she merely said, "That 
can't have nothing to do with my Caleb." 


"Daddy was real angry about those rumors," Lettie said. 
"He told you about them?" 


"No, | told him, but he didn't believe me, not till Caliban 
come and said 'e was going." 


"| remember now. That was when he first become real 
upset. Till then 'e was just little down. Why didn't nobody 
tell me this? | wouldn't 'a let him go into town." 


"You couldn't 'a stopped 'im, Amanda," Darcie said 
soothingly, "and you couldn't 'a known." 


They say the lady doth protest too much. Amanda 


went on talking, more to herself than to the others. "It 
wouldn't 'a mattered none to him, about Caliban and Nick. 


He musta known already when he went to show 'em them 
postcards. But Lettie says he didn't. And then he wouldn't 
say goodbye and stayed in our room. Musta hurt him bad. 


Men're touchy about that sorta thing, ain't they, Logan?" 
"Yeah, Mama. Alot o' men are." 
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“Caleb was real fond o' his brother Caliban. Used to talk 
about him alot. And | liked to listen, the way his eyes lit up. 
He liked Nick an awful lot, too. | don't understand why some 
people kill 'emselves when what's getting 'em down ain't 
about them." 


"| told you already, Amanda," Darcie repeated. 
"Caleb's death ain't got nothing to do with Caliban." 


Amanda turned to her son. "Logan, just being in this house 
makes me sad. Everything in it reminds me o' Caleb. 


| don't wanna stay here alone tonight." 


"You didn't hafta tell me that, Mama. | was gonna stay here 
with you anyways." 


"No, | wanna stay tonight at your place. And after we bury 
‘im, too, is it okay if stay with ya? We can let Brandon and 
Emma have this house till they go back to Dickinson." 


"Course you can, Mama." 


"And when | think how happy he was just a little while back, 
when Brandon and Emma got married. 


Remember how he danced with me? And how pretty their 
cake was?" 


After a long silence, Amanda asked, "You all think Nick and 
Caliban'll make it back in time for the funeral?" 
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Amanda stayed on in Logan's house after he left to find 
work for winter at the beginning of November. She did not 
drive and used the old shay when she had errands in 
Caladelphia, so she gave him Caleb's car. She had decided 
she did not want to go back to her house. Some of her 
furniture she missed —the settee, her hutch, her dishes, the 
Singer sewing machine— and Logan had brought them over. 
Before he left, she asked him to get her washing machine 
and set it up for her. Now she felt at home there. 


Her sons' house was smaller than Caliban and 


Nick's with a medium-sized front room, two tiny bedrooms, 
kitchen and bath, but it was well built and less rustic. The 
seals around the doors and window frames were tight, and it 
had a roofed-over front porch, a roofed breezeway between 
the house and the garage, a fireplace, and indoor plumbing 
and a windmill to keep the cistern full. Logan and Brandon 
had furnished it with the bare minimum. They had window 
shades but no curtains, for example, and the closest things 


they had to wall decorations were a calendar in the kitchen 
and the mirror over the bathroom sink. Little by little, 
Amanda moved little things from the house where she had 
lived with Caleb to make the place feel more 432 
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homey, like cushions, throws, framed prints, house plants 
and knickknacks, so her house looked at once tidied and 
cluttered. She made the garage a stable for her horse, and 
kept the shay in the breezeway. 


Amanda was content living alone. She had become 


so used it to as a wife with Caleb gone all day working on 
Calhoun's ranch, for a week during the roundups, and all 
night often enough when he went out drinking, that one 
might have said she was born to be a widow. She had her 
radio for company and her magazines and needlework for 
amusement. Darcie, who thrived on social interaction, 
worried about her and gave her a parakeet for Christmas. 


"You can teach it to talk," she said. But Amanda didn't; she 
was content to hear it squawk. 


* OK OOK OX 


Calvin came to see her one afternoon in early 


March. To check up on her, he said, and see how she was 
getting along; then he quickly turned the conversation to 
the purpose of his visit. 


"I been thinking, Amanda," he said, "a how I'd like to get 
back to doing some real ranching. Now Caliban's old quarter 


that he sold me, it just ain't big enough for a decent size 
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from you." He was counting on her not knowing that Julia 
owned a two-mile-wide strip between the two properties. 


Caleb had stayed at home brooding after he refused to buy 
from Caliban, and the dirt road on which Amanda drove the 
shay to and from Caladelphia did not cross Caliban's land, 

so she would not have seen the fences Calhoun had put up. 


He felt confident that if he got Caleb's land from Amanda, 
Julia would sell him the strip. "You ain't thinking o' buying a 
hundred head or so and hiring men to work 'em, are you?" 


he asked. 
Amanda smiled at the image of herself owning a 


ranch and running it. "I don't know, Calvin. Caleb woulda 
wanted it for our boys." 


“Brandon don't need a little piece o' grazing land way off in 
Montana when he got a whole sheep farm back in North 
Dakota, and Logan ain't showing no interest in setting up for 
himself. If you listen to me, the way he goes off to some city 
every winter, one o' these days he's gonna find a job he 
likes more'n ranching, and find himself a girl, too, and he's 
gonna settle there and won't be coming back to Caladelphia 
no more except on visits. Now my son, he'll be staying right 
here." 


Amanda reflected that Calvin Jr. had less interest in ranching 
than Logan, and that two winters didn't make every winter, 
but that Calvin was probably right. "All the 434 
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"How's it not yours? You're Caleb's widow, so what was his 
goes to you. He make some kinda will?" 


“Caleb wasn't thinking o' dying so soon." 


Calvin hadn't been either, until Caleb shot himself and he 
realized that at sixty-two he wasn't getting any younger. 
Now he had one. "Then it's yours to sell," he said. 


"If you ain't gonna ranch it, selling's the only way you're 
gonna make any money off of it." 


"| could lease it out to somebody that wanted to graze 'is 
cattle on it." 


Calvin looked hurt. "That ain't very family minded o' you, 
Amanda." 


"| didn't mean rent it to you." 


“Then how'd you find somebody to lease it to? You gonna 
advertise?" 


"If you wanna graze cattle on my land, Calvin, you go right 
ahead. You're more'n welcome to." 


"So | get rich offa your land and you get nothing. 


That don't seem none too smart. It's why | come asking to 
buy it." 


"| don't like selling it without asking Logan what he thinks." 


“But | gotta know soon, so's | can think about how big a herd 
to get me, and Logan don't get back till after 435 
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April." Calvin's only interest was owning as much of his 
father's ranch as he could get his hands on. Had he been 
serious about investing in cattle and honest about the size 
herd he could afford after he bought Caleb's quarter, he 
would have said how small a herd. "I was gonna offer you 
ten dollars an acre," he continued, "because you're family." 


Amanda smiled. "Since you're my family, | oughtta take less 
for it, don't you think? But I can't sell you more'n half. This 
part where Brandon and Logan's house is belongs to them. 
Caleb made it theirs when Lettie got married." 


Calvin was aware of that, but he felt certain the boys would 
honor any sale their mother made. On the other hand, if he 
tried pressing her further, Amanda might refuse altogether 
and wait until Logan returned, and Logan, who sided with 
Calhoun in the dispute Amanda was oblivious to, would 
oppose her selling any of it. He adopted a conciliatory tone, 
hoping to close the deal. 


"You understand that if you want to go back to living in your 
old house after you Sell, it's fine with me. | only want the 
land for grazing. 'Course you wouldn't mind if | built me a 
barn on it, would you?" 


"You build whatever you need, Calvin. And no, | ain't going 
back." 


KKK 
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When Logan discovered that his mother had sold 


Calvin her half of Caleb's land for five dollars an acre, he hit 
the ceiling, and told her Calvin had robbed her blind. 


"Calvin wouldn't do that to me," she said. 


"Ha! If you don't believe me, go ask Darcie what it's worth. | 
bet Calvin didn't dare tell 'er what he paid for it. 


How much you get for it, exactly?" 


Amanda told him. He grabbed a piece of paper and 
scribbled some numbers on it. 


"Calvin ain't even paid you for all the acres. The plot was 
bigger'n that. Like | told you, Mama, you can't trust a snake 
even if he's related to you." 


Calvin had not even told Darcie he had bought 


Amanda's land, much less what he paid for it. Amanda had 
told her she sold it, and she approved of it. She thought that 
after one more winter alone Amanda would come to her 
senses and move where she would have people living near 
her. She did not think it would make Calhoun angry. He had 
no use for half of Caleb's quarter if Calvin owned all of 


Caliban's. She also understood Calvin was counting on 
getting his hands on Julia's strip, but was quite sure Calhoun 
would not allow her to sell it to him. What she did not ask 
Amanda was how much she had sold her land for. 


Logan told her that, and she was appalled. 
437 

The City of Lovely Brothers 

Anel Viz 


“How could you cheat a person like that?" she screamed at 
Calvin. "And her your own brother's widow, too! Don't you 
got a conscience? You're a selfish, grasping, ruthless man, 
Calvin Caldwell, and | hope you lose all of it and end up a 
beggar in the street!" 


"If | do, you'll be begging with me," he sneered. 
"It'd serve me right for marrying a man like you." 
Logan told Calhoun, too, who had not known 


Calvin had wangled himself another eighth of their father's 
property. He got in his truck and drove clear around the 
ranch to Calvin's house with murder in his eyes. Darcie saw 
it and turned pale. She ran to him and held herself against 
him before her husband had a chance to get up from the 
table. 


"Please, Calhoun," she begged, "don't punch 'im, whatever 
you do. Don't let's have a fist fight." 


"Since when do you punch an animal? Drag 'im to the 
woodshed is more like it." 


“That's what all this is really about, ain't it?" Calvin sneered. 
"You still hold it against me 'cause | whupped your ass when 
you was a kid. Broke up the whole family for it." 


"Who're you to talk about family? | wouldn't 'a gone to live 
on the Johnson place if we were a family. If we were a 
family, | wouldn't ‘a built a fence between us. If you 438 
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considered me your brother, you wouldn't 'a looked on me 
like | worked for you. You call yourself part of a family? 


Nick told me what you said to Caliban when he sold you his 
quarter. And now you go and take advantage of Amanda like 
she was dirt. Is that how you honor your dead brother's 
memory, by gobbling up her property? And to do what with 
it? To own it, 'cause you like owning things, and maybe so 
you'll have a little more to leave to your brat." 


"Caleb's dead. We can't bring 'im back. The land oughtta 
belong to the Caldwell blood." 


"Ain't Caleb's sons our flesh and blood too? And if they 
didn't want it, you shoulda bought it offa them, but you 
didn't, 'cause you knew they'd 'a made you pay a fair price 
for it." 


"Like you woulda paid, but you didn't have the sense to ask 
to buy it." 


"| had the sense to take the deeds to my property when | lit 
outta here, or you'd ‘a stole it too by now." 


"What good's your deeds to me, Calhoun? They're in your 
name. It wouldn't be legal to say they're mine." 


"Not being legal wouldn't 'a stopped you. You're rid o' two 
brothers, but the brother you thought you'd got ridda 
already ain't going nowhere. He got a ranch right next to 
your fancy-pants village, and he's gonna keep an eye on 
you. Don't think you're gonna get away with no more. 
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Good evening to you, Darcie." 

After Calhoun left the house, he went to the 


cemetery and stood a few moments by Caleb's grave. It was 
the last time he set foot in Calvin's quarter. He had the men 
who worked for him build a stable and corral for his horses, 
a hay shed, and a medium-size barn for the part of the herd 
he had not sold. He had them work at breakneck speed and 
paid them extra for it. He asked Clay and Jared to share 
Jake's old bedroom, the smallest, and used the other three 
to house the workers. The men's wages and the building 
costs used up a fair amount of what he had earned selling 
the herd, and he took out a bank loan to tide his family over 
the winter and to replenish the herd in spring. Then, when 
they had finished the buildings, he had his men drive the 
herd and his horses onto his land, and took his share of the 
hay, which was close to all of it, from the shed at Calvin's. 


In everything Calhoun did, every gesture he made, even the 
slightest movement of his head, people could sense his 
anger. Everyone knew Calvin was on his mind, but he was 


tight lipped about it and never mentioned his name. His 
stubborn silence about his brother depressed Julia. "I ain't 
never gonna see Darcie again, am |?" she said mournfully. 


"You go see 'er as often as you want. | ain't got nothing 
against Darcie. Never have, never will. And next 440 
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time you go, ask her to look if | forgot any papers that 
belong to me in their safe and have her give 'em to you, 
since | ain't never gonna go there again, and we might need 


‘em in case that bastard tries something or something else 
happens." 


After the thaw, Calhoun built a small bunkhouse for the men 
who had lived with him over the winter. Then he replenished 
the herd, and spent the better part of the summer building 
two more large barns for them. He branded the calves with 
the Johnsons' old iron. "To hell with Caladelphia," he said. 


Calvin went to see Calhoun the following winter a week or 
two after Christmas. He said he had a business proposition 
to make him. Calhoun heard him out, said he wasn't 
interested, and told him to leave. Except for that, the two 
brothers never spoke another word to each other for the 
rest of their lives. 
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Se 
Caliban and Nick had reserved a private 


compartment in the sleeping car on the Union Pacific to 
Davenport. It was the first time either of them had ridden a 
train. Nick was excited and kept his face glued to the 
window. They were crossing the prairie, and the land was 
flat and uninteresting, but that didn't matter to him. When 
something caught his attention, even if it was just a few 
cows munching on grass or a lone buffalo, he would point it 
out to Caliban, who would glance up, mumble something 
incoherent, and fall back to moping. Caleb's suicide 
depressed him too much to take an interest in anything. 


Nick made no effort to pressure his friend to be cheerful. 


He did not need to be told why he was sullen. But when 
Caliban picked at his food at dinner, he did all he could to 
encourage him to eat. 


At night, Caliban would undress and get into bed while Nick 
wrote what he had seen that day in his diary. He also threw 
in a few words about Caliban's state of mind. 


Then he turned off the gas lamp and crawled in next to him. 


Caliban would nuzzle up to him, become all weepy, and beg 
to be made love to. He was a more passive sexual partner 
than usual, but responsive, and he admitted that 442 
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there was something romantic about making love over the 
clacking of the wheels. 


On the way, they stopped for two days in Lincoln to visit 
Calhoun's Jake, who had become a doctor. After two years at 
the University of Wyoming, he had been accepted to 
Creighton University Medical School in Omaha, where he 
had married. He had set up a small practice in Lincoln. 


Since Jake's wife, Ann, was expecting their second child and 
their house served as both their residence and a clinic, Nick 
and Caliban took a room in a hotel. 


"I'm glad we can't stay with 'em," Nick said. "At the hotel 
we'll be able to sleep together." 


"Jake wouldn't mind us sleeping together." 


"No, but | bet Ann would, so Jake woulda given us separate 
rooms if they had 'em. We can look around Lincoln during 
the day, have supper with 'em in the evening, and hang 
around chatting till late at night. | bet they make good 
breakfasts in the hotel restaurant." 


Jake had to see patients, so he sent Ann and their son ina 
taxi to meet Caliban and Nick at the station. Ann did not 
know how to drive. She recognized them at once: two 
middle-aged men, one of them very handsome who walked 
with a limp. Nick was excited from the trip and looked 
forward to seeing Jake, which he hoped would help Caliban 
Snap out of his depression. He was in a good mood 443 
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and very voluble, while Caliban said almost nothing. It 
surprised Ann because her husband had bragged about how 
nice and friendly his uncle was. 


First Ann took them to their hotel so they could drop off their 
bags and change clothes. "Then we'll go home and see 
Jake," she said. "He's arranged it so he won't have to see 
patients this afternoon unless there's an emergency. I've 
made us a nice lunch, but before we eat, I'll feed Little Cal 
and put him down for his nap." 


"That sounds real nice, Ann," Nick said. "I can't wait to taste 
your cooking. Railway food ain't bad, but it ain't great, 
either. Thank you. That sounds real nice." 


"It does," Caliban said without enthusiasm. 
Nick changed clothes quickly, but Caliban was 


slower than him to begin with, and he took his time. He was 
in no hurry to tell Jake about Caleb. 


"Can't keep Ann waiting too long," Nick said. "I'll go on down 
and tell 'er you're on your way." 


Ann asked Nick if Caliban was not feeling well or if was just 
shy. "He's so quiet." 


"Cal ain't shy. Something happened that got 'im all upset, 
something bad. You'll hear about it when he tells Jake." 


Jake gave Caliban a big hug. "It's great to see you, Uncle 
Cal. How are things going? What made you decide 444 
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to leave the ranch and go to the big city? Is ranch life 
getting to be too hard on your leg?" 


"Aren't you going to ask me about the others?" 


"Sure | am, but you're the important—" Then Caliban's 
haggard expression sank in. "Something's the matter. What 
is it?" 


"Caleb killed himself. Shot himself in the head." He started 
to cry. "Blew his goddamn brains out." 


Ann had gone on ahead to the kitchen. She put 


Little Cal in his highchair and told him to sit still just minute 
while she got him an orange from the fruit bowl in the living 
room. She had only left her husband and their guests a 
minute ago. Now Jake's face was ashen, and Caliban was 


crying. 


"I knew it had to be something bad, the way your Uncle Cal 
was acting." 


"My Uncle Caleb shot himself," Jake said. "It wasn't an 
accident. You go see to Little Cal. We'll be all right." 


* OK OOK OX 


Nick enlisted Jake's help to get Caliban through his 
depression. He did not do it by asking him to intervene or to 
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talk about things that would interest Caliban and draw him 
into the conversation. Jake understood his purpose. The 
things Nick asked about were neither particularly cheerful 
nor important, nothing that Caliban would see as an attempt 
to distract him and take his mind off Caleb. For instance, he 
asked how Jake liked being a doctor. 


"It's more work than | thought it would be before | started 
medical school," Jake said, "but it's always interesting. You 
get to know your patients almost as well as you know your 
family, and you feel good that you're helping them. | 
Suppose you must have felt the same about the kids in 
school, Uncle Cal." 


"Yes, that was one of the things | liked most about teaching. 
But they were kids. It couldn't be the same thing to get to 
know an adult that well." 


"The funny thing is that it is. They're sick, and they need 
you to care for them. That's like a child, isn't it? They put 
themselves in your hands and have to trust you completely. 
It's an awesome responsibility, Knowing that sometimes 
you'll let them down." 


"What kind of patient do you find most rewarding?" 
"In what way, Uncle Cal? Do you mean what 


diseases they have or how old they are or their personalities 
or—" 
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favorite diseases —l mean, to treat— are those that are 
easiest to cure." 


"Yes and no. You're always afraid of what may happen when 
you take on a dangerous case, but when the patient gets 
better, the rewards are greater than when you take the cast 
off a broken arm." 


"You deliver babies?" Nick asked. 


“Lots. What doctor doesn't? | delivered Little Cal. It was only 
time | was afraid | would faint while delivering a baby. As to 
what kind of patients | enjoy most, that's also hard to say. 
Women and children are more ready to tell you about 
themselves. Men clam up and won't talk about their 
problems, so if you get them to open up, you feel you've 
accomplished something." 


Once Caliban started talking with the people he 


loved most, Nick and Jake, it did not take long before he 
started talking about himself, unprompted, which in those 
circumstances was probably the only way they could have 
got him to express his feelings. 


"If | don't say what's on my mind sometimes," he said, "it 
isn't because I'm hiding it. It just hurts too much to talk 
about." 


"We know that, honey," Nick said. 


"And you don't have to say anything to me. Just touching 
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know you know." 

"You see a lot of people die when you're a doctor," 


Jake said. "Some are terrified of death, and some want to 
die. You see people who want to kill themselves, too. Most of 


the time you can talk them out of it, but when they really 
want to, you can't." 


"Caleb wouldn't talk to me after | told him | was leaving." 
“That means he didn't want you to talk him out of it. 
If you're blaming yourself for what happened, you're wrong." 


"| do blame myself a little. | know it doesn't make sense, but 
| can't help it." 


"It's a natural reaction. | see it all the time. People feel guilty 
because they're alive and someone they love is dead. It's as 
if their minds are looking for a reason to feel guilty. But life 
goes on. Not as if the person who dies never was, quite the 
opposite. He was, and his not being there anymore changes 
everything. What Caleb did will have more repercussions 
than your sorrow and Amanda's loneliness, Uncle Cal. Wait 
and see if I'm wrong." 


"What are you thinking?" 


"I'm thinking about the ranch, and how with you and Caleb 
gone, all that's left are two brothers who hate each other." 


448 

The City of Lovely Brothers 

Anel Viz 

"Is that supposed to make me feel better?" 


"No, it's supposed to give you something to think about 
besides yourself." 
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4. 

From Lincoln, Caliban and Nick rode the Rock 
Island Line to Davenport. Seeing Jake again had 


diminished Caliban's depression somewhat. When they were 
back on the train, he began to sink into it again. 


"You gotta snap out of it," Nick pressed. "We're going where 
we're going to make a new life for ourselves. 


How you gonna do that if you don't put your old life behind 
you?" 


"| began a new life when you came to live with me. 


As long as I have you with me, any change, even if we went 
halfway around the world to China, would be a little change. 
But you're right, Nick. I have to put Caleb's death behind me 
and go on living, living with you. | want to, but it won't let 
me. Maybe I'll be able to once we've made what you called 
a new life." 


It did not even take that long. Exploring, finding jobs and a 
place to live, and adjusting to big city life kept them too 
busy for Caliban to dwell on the past, though he continued 
to experience bouts of gloominess for several weeks to 
come. But just arriving in Davenport was enough of a 
distraction. They had stayed on the train when it passed 
through one or two big cities on its way across the empty 
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plains. Stepping off the train into the bustle of the rapidly 
growing town staggered them. Its size alone was almost 
more than they could cope with, and Chicago was supposed 
to be many times bigger! 


In 1923, Billings, the closest large city to 


Caladelphia and a place Caliban had been to several times, 
had a population of about fifteen thousand. The population 
of Davenport was more than four times as great, and there 
were three other fairly large cities closer to it than any two 
towns west of the Mississippi and east of the Sierra Nevada 
except for Dallas-Fort Worth. It was going through a building 
boom and boasted a skyline with buildings several stories 
high. The Kahl Building was over one hundred forty-five feet. 
The city had department stores like J.C. 


Penney and Montgomery Ward. The mighty Mississippi 
flowed next to it, more than half a mile wide. 


The first and most important business was to find a place to 
live. They felt rich, and took a room at the seven-story 
downtown Blackhawk Hotel. They asked for a room on the 
first floor because of Caliban's leg. The hotel clerk smiled 
and told them there was an elevator. They had never seen 
one, and he had to show them what an elevator was and 
how it worked. Immediately, they asked for a room on the 
top floor so they could look out the window over the city. 
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They had never been so high off the ground. They could see 
for miles around. "Can you guess what I| wanna do first?" 
Nick asked. 


"Have sex right here in front of the window, where we can 
see all the people and they can't see us." 


"You a mind reader or something?" 


"| just guessed what | wanted to do, thinking that if you had 
something else in mind we could do both." 


"Now | know you're better! Anyways, you guessed right, so | 
s'pose we'll hafta do it twice." 


"Or for twice as long. But we mustn't forget the bed. 

Have you ever slept in anything so big and inviting? Did you 
feel the sheets? They're linen, but about as soft as the 
Skivvies | got us for your birthday." 


"You wearing 'em now?" 


"Hey! What are doing with my pants? Did you mean right 
now? Come on, let's look out the window and try to see 
where we'd want to live." 


They had realized before they had to leave 


Caladelphia that Caliban would not have been able to go on 
living in their little shack on the open range much longer. 


Taking care of a house and the grounds around it would be 
too much for him; they would do better to rent an 
apartment with a superintendent who kept the building 


clean and in good repair. Caliban sensibly suggested they 
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should begin by getting to know the city a little better in 
order to choose a suitable neighborhood. They would have 
liked to live near the river, but decided to find an apartment 
as close to downtown as possible so Caliban could use 
public transportation. There was also the possibility that the 
Mississippi, like the Yellowstone, would overflow its banks in 
spring. 


Exploring the city, they discovered that the people who lived 
there talked differently, dressed differently, even moved 
differently from the people back home. For one, they wore 
shoes instead of boots. Caliban thought they might have to 
buy new clothes before they could find a decent job. "Then 
you really are thinking o' working too?" 


Nick asked. 


"Why not? | ought to be able to find something here that will 
be easy on my hip. That hotel clerk, for example." 


"He stands up all day." 


"Well, | bet there are also jobs where you get to sit all day. 
But all that can wait until we find somewhere to live." 


They went to a rental agency and said they wanted an 
apartment in a building with an elevator. The agent 
answered curtly that apartment buildings did not have 
elevators, and they should rent a room at the Blackhawk if 
they wanted to have fun riding up and down all day. 
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"My friend can't climb alot o' stairs," Nick said in a voice he 
hoped sounded like a slap in the face. 


"I'm lame," Caliban explained. 


“Do you want your own toilet, or are you willing to use the 
one in the hall with the other people on your floor?" 


"We want our own," Nick said, "and a bathtub, too." 
"You're asking for a lot, aren't you?" 
Nick found them a one-bedroom rental himself by 


walking door to door and reading the signs in shop windows. 
It was over a mile from the center of town, but it was ona 
trolley line and their apartment was on the first floor. It had 
a dumbwaiter for bringing up coal for the stove and blocks 
of ice and for sending their trash can down to the commons 
in the basement. Caliban would use it for two years instead 
of carrying the groceries up the stairs when he went 
shopping. The apartment was bigger than what they had 
lived in at the ranch, and it had electric lights, but the 
moment they stepped out the door into the hallway, they 
were no longer in a place they could call their own. At least 
their bedroom window looked onto a wide unpaved 


alleyway between their building and the one in back of it 
where some of the renters planted little kitchen gardens. 


They bought new furniture and had a van deliver it. 


Caliban did not see the apartment until the day they moved 
in. A small crowd from their building and others on the 454 
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Nick whispered, "I wish | could carry you over the threshold 
like | did when | moved into our house on the range, but 
everybody's watching us." 


"You can do it. I'll make my limp look worse than it is and 
have you carry me up the stairs, too." 


After he had looked over the apartment, Caliban 

said, "It's going to feel funny, Nick, going about our daily 
business with strangers living on top of us, below us, next 
door to us, and across the hall." 


“Especially when you consider what we do for alot o' that 
daily business. But we done it on the train." 


"Do you know what I'm going to miss most living here?" 
"Lying out buck naked in the sunshine." 
"That too. But I'm going to miss having a dog more." 


* OK OOK OX 


Nick found a line job at a factory that made farm machinery, 
and Caliban found work at the public library. 


All he had to do was sit behind a desk and tell people where 
to find the books they wanted and stamp the date on the 
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the desk to rest his leg on and only had to get up to help 
someone with a reference book or carry a drawer from the 
card catalogue to his desk to go through it and check that 
the cards were in alphabetical order. It did not pay well, but 
it paid, and it gave him something to do. 


They adjusted quickly to city life once they had their own 
apartment and the daily routine of their jobs. 


Nick's ten hours a day and weekends off seemed like 
nothing after the fourteen plus hours a ranch hand has to 
put in, and Caliban only worked six. The convenience of 
indoor plumbing, stores within walking distance, and public 
transportation more than made up for the quiet and open 
spaces of their house on the ranch. They did not need a car. 
Shopping in one of the large department stores and seeing 
all the new-fangled gadgets was always fun even if they did 
not buy anything. They could go to a baseball game or take 
in a movie or buy tickets for a play at the Capitol Theater on 
their days off, or go for a swim at the municipal pool, whose 
locker room reminded them of the bunkhouse showers back 
home. They also liked to sit by the river and watch the 
boats. 


Whether it was from walking on the hard pavement or 
climbing the stairs every day or not being able to interrupt 
his work at the library to lie down for an hour, Caliban's hip 
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until his right leg could no longer support him. To walk at all 
he needed crutches, although for a while he still used his 
cane inside the apartment. Two years after they moved to 
Davenport, he had to quit his job. He could sit at the desk, 
but riding the trolley to work had become too hard for him. 


He thought he might earn some money as a private tutor, 
but it turned out the families who could afford them would 
not send their children to him for lessons. They expected 
him to come to them. So he stayed home alone all day. 


For twenty-two years they had lived together eight miles 
from their nearest neighbors. No one ever came there 
except members of Caliban's family unless Calhoun stopped 
by with a couple of his cowherds for supper when he was 
grazing their land. They could go naked indoors and out and 
fondle each other unobserved. In Davenport, they lived ina 
building with more than a dozen other families, some with 
five or six children who played hide-and-seek in the 
hallways, and most of the people who lived there with them 
they did not know by name. Yet, in a way, they had more 
privacy now than ever before, because here they were 
ignored, while in Caladelphia everyone knew them and 
talked about them, although until their last weeks there 
nobody had said anything but good of them. Most people 
who move from a small town to a big city are at first 
disoriented by the anonymity; they feel their loneliness 457 
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most in the middle of a crowd. For Caliban and Nick, those 
crowds were like the empty miles that had surrounded their 
house in a far corner of Caladelphia Ranch. 
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5. 

Amanda never completely recovered from her 


depression. Most of the time, she lived alone. Logan worked 
for Calhoun and came home late at night. In autumn he 
would leave for a month on the cattle drive, and after that 
he'd find a job in Billings and not come back with the others, 
or return with them, and leave to visit Brandon outside of 
Dickinson for a week. When he got back, he would find a job 
for four or five months in Miles City or Billings until the end 
of winter. In summer, Calhoun used to give him two weeks 
off, once in June and again at the end of July, to spend time 
with his mother, but Logan went into town most evenings 
when he did, and he went there Sundays after church, too. 
Amanda never complained. 


Every so often he would say something to his mother to 
excuse himself and apologize for his neglect. She said it 
didn't matter; she could not expect him to live like the 
hermit she had become. "I Know how much you like 
company," she would say, "and | don't much feel like being 
around people no more. | need to be alone with my 
thoughts." 


Except when it snowed, Logan usually rode his 
horse to town. Nine out of ten evenings he would see 459 
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Calvin Jr. there. They would acknowledge each other, but 
they rarely hung around together. Logan did not like his 
cousin. He called him shiftless. On a slow night, the two 
might talk a little or go off somewhere in Calvin Jr.'s car if 
the town was really dead. As Amanda said, Logan liked 
company. 


Logan was not the only one who called Calvin Jr. 


shiftless. Darcie also called him that. He neglected the ranch 
he was theoretically in charge of, seldom doing more than 
taking a cursory glance at the books at the end of the 
month, and left running it to his father, who passed most of 
what needed doing on to Darcie. When she complained that 
was their son's job, Calvin said the boy was still learning. 


She would answer, "He ain't gonna learn by not doing 
nothing," and then go do it herself. Whenever he felt like it, 
Calvin Jr. took a handful of cash from the till and spent it on 
a fancy shirt or new pair of boots, or he would go for 
another haircut, or even a barbershop shave on days he did 
not feel up to shaving himself. About the only work he did 
was to wash and polish the car he had talked his father into 
buying him. 


He had almost nothing in common with his cousin 


Logan. Logan was straightforward, unaffected, and 
outgoing. He enjoyed having a couple of drinks, talking with 
his cronies, listening to songs on the jukebox, shooting 460 
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pool. On a warm night, he might go outside for a game of 
horseshoes. Calvin Jr. fancied himself a bit of a dandy. He 
wasn't so much sociable as he sucked up to people. He wore 
flashy outfits, flirted with the ladies, and often asked one or 
two of them to dance. He drank heavily, liked to gamble at 
poker, and was good at neither. By the time the other men 
in the saloon were ready to go upstairs with a whore, Calvin 
Jr. was usually out of money and too drunk to perform if he 
had any left. He was lucky not to crash the car on the way 
home, though he did drive into the ditch and spend the 
night there a few times. Once Logan spotted his carina 
ditch, found his cousin passed out over the steering wheel, 
and lifted him onto his horse and brought him back to the 
ranch slung over his saddle like a sack of potatoes. 


As bad as Calvin Jr.'s ability was to hold his liquor, his knack 
for winning at cards was worse. If two or three men were 
playing poker and Calvin Jr. came and sat down with them, 
whoever saw him would rush to the table to grab one of the 
empty chairs. He lost most of the time and paid scant 
attention to how much he was losing. When he ran out of 
cash, he would write an IOU for what he owed and borrow 
from the other players to stay in the game. He could always 
find someone to lend him money because Caladelphia was 
the wealthiest ranch in the county, and most people thought 
he owned it outright. 
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* OK OOK OX 


One Saturday Calvin Jr. went into town and was 


gone three whole days. His father said he was probably 
shacked up with a girl; Darcie said he must have drunk 
himself into a stupor. He came home looking paler and more 
subdued than they had ever seen him. "I told you he was 
drunk," Darcie said. "That must be some headache you got, 
Junior." 


"I... [lost money... at cards," he stammered. "Lost big. Real 
big." 


Calvin's lower lip was trembling. "How much d'ya owe?" he 
asked quietly. 


"About eight hundred, | think." 


Calvin turned pale, and his jaw dropped. He did not say a 
word. He stared at his son wide-eyed, breathing heavily. 
Darcie did not appear angry. She remained calm, as if the 
news neither surprised nor vexed her, but she spoke her 
mind. 


"It's your fault, Calvin, for always giving in to him," 


she said evenly, her tone of voice matter-of-fact. "Never 
disciplined 'im, never raised a hand to 'im. Lord knows 
what's keeping you from doing it now. You let 'im think he 
owned the world. The boy's a millstone 'round our necks. 
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Ain't never given us nothing but trouble." 


But Calvin's face had turned purple, and his eyes were 
bulging. Darcie thought he was having another stroke and 
ran to fetch his pills. When he had quieted down and was 
breathing easily, she said, "C'mon, sweetheart, let me put 
you to bed. We can deal with this in the morning." 


Calvin supported himself on her arm as she led him toward 
their bedroom. When they got to the door, he turned to 
Calvin Jr. and said, "Whattaya mean, you think? Don't you 
know?" 


"It was eight hundred." 
"Then eight hundred's what you owe." 


“But | got other losses from before | ain't paid back yet. 
Can't remember how much, exactly." 


Darcie paid her son no attention. "You see what your 
coddling done?" she asked Calvin, more disgusted than 
angry. "I'd 'a taken a stick to 'im if you'd ‘a let me. 


Thrashed 'im every time he misbehaved and kept on doing 
it till he shaped up, no matter how old he got to be. Sixteen, 
eighteen... I'd do it now if | thought it'd do us any good. 


We ain't never gonna have no joy o' him." Then she helped 
her husband upstairs to the bedroom and tucked him in. 


She asked Calvin the next morning what he was 


going to do. "The only thing | can do," he said. "I gotta cover 
his debt, or we won't be able to hold our heads up in 463 
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front o' no one." 
"Where we gonna get the money?" 


"I'll sell off the half o' Caleb's quarter | got from Amanda, 
maybe to Calhoun. Don't do me no good anyways with that 
two-mile strip 'twixt it and what Caliban sold me." 


"Calhoun won't buy it. Wouldn't be of much use to him 
neither, and he don't care if we can't hold up our heads." 


“Then I'll find another buyer. It shouldn't be hard." 


* OK OOK OX 


The eight hundred dollars wasn't half of it. Calvin had to sell 
both Amanda's portion and Caliban's old quarter to a well- 
to-do Miles City lawyer who fancied setting himself up as a 
rancher on the side. He cut a dashing figure with his burly 
frame in a tweed suit and cowboy's string tie, his Justin 
Cody hat and the click of his cowboy boots on the 
pavement, and his ruddy complexion and strawberry blond 
handlebar mustache and jowly sideburns 


complemented his shoulder-length, dark-carrot color hair. 


Mr. Troilus Pardoner —Willis to his wife, poker buddies, and 
colleagues in the legal profession— had earned himself a 
reputation for knowing the law outside and in as well as 464 
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for his uncanny ability to twist it to his advantage. He 
practiced just about every kind of law farmers or cattlemen 
might need from probate to property rights, personal injury 


and liability, business and bankruptcy, and certain criminal 
charges, including murder. His defense of men accused of 
fraud or embezzlement was legendary. But he swore he 
would never represent a horse thief, and none ever came to 
request his services. Being a lawyer, Troilus Pardoner drove 
a hard bargain, and Calvin returned to Caladelphia a 
hundred dollars short of being able to pay off the debt. 


"I'll go to Calhoun and offer to buy Julia's strip offa him," he 
told Darcie. 


"How's buying land gonna give you more money?" 
she objected. 


"I'll give ‘im alot for it, then turn round and sell it to Pard'ner 
for more. Calhoun don't know I sold what | got from Caliban 

and Amanda. | got the money to do it, too, right here in my 

pocket. What | got from Pard'ner." 


“Calhoun ain't stupid. He'll know you got something up your 
sleeve, and he won't budge. You take my word for it." 


"Only way to find out is to go see 'im." 


"Go, if you like. I'll stay home, much as I'd like to see Julia 
again, sooner'n be there when you and Calhoun start 
screaming at each other." 
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"I'll pay you back, Pa," Calvin Jr. said. "Every cent. 


| promise | will." 


Darcie snorted. "That'll be the day!" 


"Why d'ya say that, Darcie?" Calvin said reprovingly. "Maybe 
the boy's learned his lesson." 


"He wouldn't 'a lost that last eight hundred if he'd 'a learned 
his lesson." 


"Ain't you being too hard on the boy?" 


"Hard on him? What'd | do except let 'im know what a low- 
down, lazy, self-important varmint he is? If it'd been up to 
me, I'd 'a let the men he owes it to shake 'im down for it, 
and let 'im take his licks." 


"And what'd they do after they knocked 'im up? 


Gone to the law, and he'd ‘a had to sell off some of the 
ranch— our ranch. Better for me to pay by selling off what 
was Caliban's and Amanda's." 


Calvin went to talk to Calhoun that evening, when he knew 
he would find him at home. He rode there on horseback 
instead of taking his car. He had not been on a horse in 
years, but he thought that he had a better chance of 
succeeding if he came looking like a cowboy. 


Calhoun scowled when he saw him. "What you 
come here for? Who invited you?" 


"| come to buy that strip o' yours that cuts through my 
land." 
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"| wouldn't sell it to you back then, and | ain't selling it to 
you now, so you can just go home and forget about it. What 
you want it for anyway?" 


"I wanna go back to doing some real ranching. Give Calvin 
Jr. the experience he needs." 


"You can send Calvin Jr. to work for me if you want 'im to get 
experience. He don't know where to start. 


But you wouldn't do that, would ya? It'd gnaw at you, seeing 
your boy working for me. Send 'im somewhere else, then. 
Mine ain't the only ranch around here. And what made you 
wanna start ranching all of a sudden? It wasn't Calvin Jr., 
that's for sure." 


"You don't got but half o' the men living on my land working 
for you. Not even. | gotta give 'em something to do." 


"Let 'em go find work somewhere else. Whatta | care if you 
got alot o' men sitting on their asses in your damn village? 
What makes you think | give a damn if they move out and 
you're left with alot o' empty houses? And don't say | didn't 
tell you turning your ranch into some kinda la-dee-da town 
was a Stupid idea. You done it, now live with it." 


"Look, I'll give you three hundred dollars for it." 


"You're lying to me, brother Calvin. | can see right through 
you. Don't know what your lie is, but if you want 467 
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that strip that bad, there gotta be a reason you ain't telling 
me, or else you wouldn't pay me three hundred dollars for it. 
It ain't worth that much, and you know it." 


"It ain't worth nothing to you." 


"That's right, it ain't, and | woulda sold it if | didn't know 
you'd 'a just gone and bought it offa whoever | sold it to, so 
what makes you think I'm gonna Sell it to you? Now get the 
hell outta here." 


Calvin took out a bank loan to cover the last 
hundred his son owed. 
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6. 


The transfers of land did not stop there. Clay and Jared 
wanted to get married. They were over forty years old; Clay 
was five years older than Caleb had been when he married 
Amanda. The women they were interested in were about 
fifteen years younger. Calhoun had taken it for granted they 
would never marry. He thought they were happy to remain 
single and lead a cowboy's life. Julia had kept after them to 
find wives and settle down, and although they always 
answered that married life was not for them, they both 
would have liked to have a wife and children, not many, 
maybe one or two. What had held them back was that they 
lived in the Johnson house with Calhoun and Julia, and they 
wanted their own homes if they married, although the house 
had more than enough rooms for three families and Julia 


would have been more than happy to have her daughters- 
in-law live with her. She was by nature a sociable person 
who liked having a lot of people around for company, and 
She led a lonely life as the only woman in a house with three 
grown men, two of whom disappeared for four to six weeks 
every year to drive the herd to Billings. So when they told 
her they had found women they wanted to marry, she said, 
"It's about time." 
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"Thing is," Clay said, "we don't wanna go on living here, 
three families all in the same house." 


"You're more'n welcome to." 
"That you are," Calhoun said. 
"I Know we're more'n welcome, but we don't wanna. 


And we don't wanna build ourselves houses on this land, 
neither. We need it for the herd. You seen what happened to 
Caladelphia when Calvin started putting up houses. Zeke 
and Lettie's, now that's right by the entrance, so it don't 
break up the range, but there really ain't no spots next to 


‘em that's any good for putting up a house. Except on their 
little rise, everywhere around there becomes a swamp when 
there's a rainstorm." 


"You ain't thinking o' leaving, are ya?" Calhoun asked. "Why, 
our herd is yours." 


"No," Jared said. "We wanna get houses in Calvin's village." 
"| don't like the idea o' you living on his land." 

"Half the other cowboys working for us live there." 

"No sons of mine ain't gonna pay no rent to Calvin." 

"They could buy the houses offa him," Julia said. 

"You got the money, boys?" 

"Not enough. We'd hafta owe 'im." 


"And they ain't gonna go into debt to that ruthless bastard, 
neither!" 
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“Then you buy 'em for 'em." 

"I ain't paying 'im a dime. Wouldn't buy a glass o' 
water from 'im if | was dying o' thirst." 

"Okay, I'll buy 'em." 

"Where'll you get the money?" 


"By selling my two-mile strip to Mr. Pard'ner. The deed to it's 
in my name, and it don't serve no purpose, now that 
Calvin's sold Caliban's quarter and half of Caleb's. 


Amanda don't need a buffer no more." 


“Calvin won't sell his houses. Thinks everything's his." 
"Darcie will. She'll make 'im sell." 


Calhoun thought it over a minute or two. "Well, | won't stand 
in your way if you buy the plots they're on, too, and if 
they're his nicest houses. In fact, | like the idea of them 
owning plots smack dab in the middle of Calvin's property." 


"I'll buy the plots, and we'll build 'em houses. Mr. 


Pard'ner'll pay me enough for that to get his hands on that 
Strip. He knows Logan ain't gonna end up living on what him 
and Brandon own, and Amanda'll sell it off. To him, of 
course. That worthless strip is like a thorn in his side." 


"You go and take care of all that, Julia. | ain't dealing with 
Calvin. And | ain't going to his village, neither. You wanna 
see me, boys, you're gonna hafta come 471 
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"We'll be working here," Clay said. "You'll see plenty of us. 
You too, Ma." 


"And you'll bring your wives to visit, won't you? I'll make 
Sunday dinner for you, and have Zeke and Lettie over, too. 
It'll be like Darcie used to do before Caliban went away." 


Troilus Pardoner purchased the strip and paid 


handsomely for it. Julia bought the plots, which it turned out 
Calvin was eager to sell. Calvin Jr. was costing him a pretty 


penny. Clay and Jared may have been Calhoun's sons, but 
they were not Calhoun. 


Clay and Jared built a two-bedroom on one of the plots, had 
a double wedding, and moved in together while the second 
house was going up. Clay's daughter and Jared's son were 
born less than a month apart. 


* OK OOK OX 


A month or two after the wedding, Calhoun rode to the other 
side of the old ranch to see Amanda, making a wide detour 
so as not to cross Calvin's property. 


Amanda met him on the porch. "Why, Calhoun! 
What a pleasant surprise! You come to visit me?" 
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saying just the other day how we don't hardly see you no 
more." 


"Come inside and I'll make us some tea. It's wonderful tea, 
Darjeeling, from India. | found it in Hester's store." 


They chatted for a while. Then Calhoun said, "I also come to 
give you some financial advice, Amanda. | think you should 

sell. Julia agrees with me. Pard'ner's itching to get 'is hands 

on this piece o' land and he'll give a good price for it. If you 

wait much longer, he won't be so interested." 


"| can't sell it. It belongs to Brandon and Logan." 


“They don't need it and they don't want it. They're only 
hanging on to it so's you can live here. If you left, they'd sell 
in a heartbeat, and wouldn't get a price anywhere near what 
you can." 


"Where'd | live if | don't stay here?" 


"You could move in with Zeke and Lettie and the kids. They 
got room and 'd be pleased to have you. 


Wouldn't you like to be with your gran'kids?" 
"I'd just get in the way." 


“How'd you be in the way? You could help Lettie and be 
company for 'er when Zeke's off on the roundup or a cattle 
drive. Or you could live with me and Julia or get yourself a 
little house in Caladelphia. Ain't you lonely here? Ain't it 
hard living all by yourself?" 
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"| got my chickens and everything else | need to live 
comfortable. And if | feel like talking to somebody or there's 
something | need, I hitch up the horse to the shay and go 
down to Caladelphia." 


"How long d'ya think you're gonna be able to harness that 
horse and pitch hay for it?" 


"I'll deal with that when it's a problem. Logan brings me all 
the hay | need for winter when he stops by in the fall." 


"What if something happens to you? You don't even got a 
telephone like me and Julia, and | don't how you'd get one 
out here this far from the road." 


“Nothing's gonna happen to me. | got my health, and | ain't 
an old woman, Calhoun; I'm sixteen years younger'n you. | 
got a few more years to go before | hit fifty. For now I'm 
happy staying here. | got all the furniture Caleb built for me 
here. | don't wanna leave my memories behind." 


"You can't leave memories behind, Amanda. You got 'em 
inside your head." 


"| got 'em in my heart, too, and my heart tells me to stay 
here." 


"Promise me you'll think about it." 


"| appreciate your concern, Calhoun, but | thought about it 
already." 
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That night Calhoun told Julia, "I can't get 'er to budge. She's 
too attached to that house, and it ain't even hers, ain't even 
where she lived with Caleb." 


Julia shook her head. "I worry about 'er." 
"Me too. She pretends to be happy, but she don't look it." 


"Maybe if you took Lettie over to see 'er..." 


"| don't think that'd do no good either, long as she got 'er 
mind and heart set on staying where she is." 
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7. 


Calvin Jr. threw money around as if it were water you 
pumped from the ground, and had a windmill to do it for 
you, too. Bills for tailor-made clothes he bought would come 
in, and his father would pay them. He did not even have 
them made by the Caladelphia tailor, who could have taken 
the cost of making them off his rent; he went to the fanciest 
shops in Billings, and when he went there, he always got 
himself an expensive haircut and paid the barber to shave 
him, too, and sometimes had his nails manicured. 


The top of the dresser in his room was piled with more 
toiletries, personal grooming items and scents than any 
woman in Caladelphia knew existed. His tab at the saloon in 
town was growing, and he continued to lose at cards, 
although not as disastrously as the night he had lost eight 
hundred dollars. Because of the expenses he ran up, Calvin 
was late in paying off his bank loans, and the interest had 
begun to pile up. He would lecture his son, and Calvin Jr. 


would nod meekly and then go off and do whatever he felt 
like doing. Darcie said the boy was hopelessly spoiled and 
they ought to have disinherited him years ago. 


Calvin almost did when he bought himself a horse and the 
most expensive saddle for it he could find. An 476 
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Arabian, he said it was, and it cost them a fortune. He 
bought an elaborate cowboy outfit to go with it, too, from 
hat to spurs and even a holster and a shiny six-shooter. 


Calvin took out another loan to pay for them. Calvin Jr. 


rode the horse a couple of times around Caladelphia to 
show it off and once into town, after which it stayed in the 
stables, and he paid one of the ranch hands to feed and 
curry it and keep it exercised. 


Then Calvin Jr. ran his car off the road on his way home from 
Billings, totaled it and left it there, and took the train home. 
He arrived after midnight and paid someone to drive him 
back to the ranch. Calvin bought a new one over Darcie's 
opposition, which meant yet another loan from the bank. He 
was so late in paying the others they refused him, so he 
took out a mortgage on the bunkhouse and a couple of the 
smaller outbuildings, like the tool and woodsheds. 


Before the new car had been bought, Calvin Jr. ‘borrowed’ 


his father's to go to Billings to replace the fancy clothes he 
had 'ruined' (his word) in the accident. 


Calvin had his second stroke when the bill for the clothes 
arrived. Darcie watched her husband take the mail into his 
office muttering, "Looks like more dratted bills," 


and close the door behind him. A few minutes later, she 
heard a crash and found Calvin lying on the floor 
unconscious, his breathing labored and his eyes open and 
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She telephoned to town for a doctor, who told her it looked 
like a stroke. Calvin Jr. had gone off somewhere in the family 
car, so she left him a note and asked one of the ranch hands 
to drive them to the hospital in Billings. 


Calvin stayed in the hospital for three months. The first two 
weeks he was in a coma. He slowly regained consciousness 
and afterward, even more slowly, the use of his left arm. 
Both his legs were paralyzed. His right arm was not, but he 
could do very little with it except raise it a couple of inches 
and wiggle his fingers. He eventually learned to speak, but it 
sounded as if he had his mouth full of mashed potatoes and 
he mixed up his words. One of the nurses thought she could 
understand him, but she was wrong most of the time. Only 
Darcie understood everything he said, and it took her over a 
week to catch on. 


The doctors sent him home when they said there 


was no more they could do for him. The medical bills were 
staggering. Darcie mortgaged the barn, stables, smithy and 
the outbuildings that were not already mortgaged and took 
out a second mortgage on the bunkhouse to cover them. 
"Pa ain't gonna like that," Calvin Jr. told her. 


"I'd 'a sold that damn horse o' yours and all your fancy 
clothes if they'd 'a come close to covering it," she snapped. 
"I'd 'a sold you if | coulda found a buyer." 
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When they got Calvin home and put to bed, he 


mumbled, "My will... in the safe..." He could no longer run 
the ranch. 


Calvin had left everything to his son except their house, 
which he left to Darcie. By coincidence, it was the only thing 
they owned except the livestock that had not been sold or 
mortgaged. 


The will would not go into effect as long as Calvin was alive, 
and he could not use his hands to sign it over to his son, nor 
did he ever express a wish to do so. If he had, Darcie would 
not have translated his incomprehensible speech. Still, it 
was Clear that from then on Calvin Jr. would run the ranch 
and make all the decisions, and Darcie, disgusted and at her 
wits' end, let him. Her only concern was getting money so 
they would not go bankrupt, and there she took the 
initiative and went ahead and did something without telling 
Calvin Jr. or consulting her husband. It was probably the 
Smartest thing she ever did. 


x x OK OX 
She put up notices everywhere she could think of— 


in the bunkhouse, the stables, the barn, the general store, 
the bakery, and so on: 


Important meeting on the future of the Caladelphia 479 
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Anel Viz 


Ranch. 7:30 Friday night in the schoolhouse. Everyone 
invited to attend. Donuts & lemonade, & other eats if people 
bring it. Darcie Caldwell 


Her idea was to get the people who lived there to 
incorporate Caladelphia as a city. If the ranch did not belong 
to Calvin, the bank and their other creditors would be able 
to confiscate the livestock and repossess the mortgaged 
buildings for the loans he would inevitably default on, but 
not the land they were built on. 


A large crowd showed up for Darcie's meeting. 


Even Amanda drove her shay in to be there and brought a 
big plate of cookies with her. The bakery donated five pies, 
three apple and two mincemeat. People were intrigued and 
excited because it was the first public meeting to take place 
in Caladelphia, as Calvin was not the consultative type and 
had always gone ahead and done as he saw fit and told 
people about it later. They wondered if they would be asked 
to vote on something. 


Calvin Jr. did not attend. Perhaps he had not seen Darcie's 
notices or bothered to read them. He probably would not 
have been interested enough to go if he had. 


Darcie called the meeting to order. "What's this all about, 
Darcie?" a few people called out from their seats. 


"Well, it's about this idea | had. We're most of us ranchers, 
and we do ranch work, but this place where we're 480 
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living, it's more like a town what with all the houses and the 
stores and the streets, and there's a sizable number o' 


people that live here that ain't ranchers, too. Which got me 
thinking. If it looks like a town, why not make it one?" 


"Whattaya mean, make it one?" someone called out. 


"I'm proposing we all get together and incorporate as a city, 
the city of Caladelphia." 


A sudden hum of private conversations filled the room. 
"Anyone got any questions?" Darcie asked. 


A dozen hands shot up. 
"Ray? | think your hand went up first." 
"What's the difference—" 


"Stand up when you're saying something, will ya, Ray? So 
folks can hear ya good and know who's saying it." 


Ray got to his feet. Just the fact that he was standing made 
the others stop talking amongst themselves to listen. 


"I was asking what's the difference if we're a city or a ranch? 
| mean, would we just be doing this for looks?" 


"Well, for one, the ranch wouldn't be mine and Calvin's 
private property no more. It'd belong to everybody living on 
it in a way. You wouldn't be owners, but you'd have a Say." 


"Who'd make the decisions, then?" 
"A City Council, | guess. We'd hafta elect one. 


We'd need a couple o' city officials, too. At least a mayor. 
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Frank?" 

"Who's gonna be mayor?" 


“Depends on who we elect, don't it? But we don't get around 
to all that till we're officially a city. Sadie?" 


"Do we gotta call it Caladelphia?" 


"You can give it any name you like, but it seems to me 
Caladelphia's a place people've heard of, and they know 
where it is. Henry?" 


"What's in it for us besides having a say in the decision 
making? | ain't sure | want that kinda 


responsibility." 


“That brings me to the other part o' my idea. Right now 
you're all paying me and Calvin rent. Your houses and the 
buildings where you got your businesses ain't your own. 


If we become a city, I'm ready to sell 'em to you. | mean 
that Caladelphia'll become a real city, and not some rich 
person's private estate. You ain't serfs." 


"What's serfs?" someone yelled out of order. 


More private discussions followed, this time louder and more 
animated. 


Clay raised his hand. "Me and the missus, we own our house 
already, so it's all the same to us. But the other folks here, 
Aunt Darcie, where they gonna get the money to buy you 
out?" 
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store owners and such can buy their place o' business in 
three or four months, six tops. As for your homes, from the 
moment we ain't a ranch no more, me and Calvin are willing 
to consider some o' your rent as going to the purchase of 
your house. That way you could have 'em all paid up ina 
year or two. Maybe two and a half, depending on how big it 
is and if it got indoor plumbing and stuff like that. Anders?" 


“Then we wouldn't hafta pay nothing after we own it?" 


"Well, there'd be property taxes, but we can set 'em real 
low. I'd hafta ask you to pay your own taxes, too, right from 
the outset. Otherwise it'd take alot longer before you're 
owners. And the taxes wouldn't be going to me and Calvin. 
They'd go into the city coffers and be used for upkeep and 
making improvements. Like this schoolhouse could use 
some fixing up, for example." 


“Then incorporating would cost me and Jared more," Clay 
objected. 


"Me and Calvin 'd hafta pay them taxes too. And your kids 
go to the school, and you and Jared get for free all the 
advantages this place got to offer that the other folks here 
gotta pay for. Frank again." 


"S'posing that we vote to do all this... My guess is we can't 
do it unless a majority votes we do." 


483 
The City of Lovely Brothers 
Anel Viz 


"That's right, Frank. But it don't hafta be the majority of 
people that live here, just the majority of them that showed 
up for this meeting." 


"Okay, let's s'pose most of us are for it. How do we go about 
doing this incorporation thing?" 


"Well, | looked into it, and from what | understand, first we 
gotta decide on a name, and we'll need what they calla 
charter and some kinda bylaws that say how many elected 
officials we're gonna have, and other stuff like that. 


Then we bring in a surveyor to map out the city limits. He 
can map out the plots for your houses and stores and such 
at the same time. And then a lawyer to draw up the papers. 


Then we send 'em to Helena, maybe with a representative 
to speak for us if they got questions at the legislature or 
courthouse or wherever, and then it's done. Ben?" 


"That sounds like alot. Who's gonna do all that?" 
"Can't be just one person. It gotta be a committee." 
“They gonna get paid for it?" a voice called out. 


“They can get paid if you think o' how to come up with the 
money to pay ‘em. | was thinking more that people might 
wanna volunteer. Jason?" 


"Since they're gonna be speaking for all of us, | say we 
oughtta vote for 'em. They can always turn us down if they 
don't wanna do it." 


"Electing a committee comes after deciding to 484 
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incorporate. Any more questions?" 

There was a lot more people wanted to ask about 

and even more opinions they wanted to get off their chests. 


The first part of the meeting went on for nearly two hours 
before they stopped raising their hands. It was surprisingly 
orderly for a town meeting, thanks to Darcie's prestige and 
her take-charge manner. 


"If there ain't no more questions, there're three things we 
could do now. We could vote on incorporating right now; or 
we could table it and all go home to think it over, and then 
come back for another meeting and vote on it; or we could 
take a half-an-hour-or-so break to talk about it amongst 
ourselves while we dig into them refreshments, and then 
have a vote." 


Her third suggestion won by acclamation. 


* OK OK OX 


It was nearly eleven o'clock when people went back to their 
seats and said they were ready to vote. "First someone 
gotta call the question," Darcie said. 


Amanda called it. 


"Now, if this passes, it gotta be by a majority. 


Abstentions don't count as for. So | think we oughtn't even 
to allow 'em. You can vote for or against or to table it till 485 
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No one objected. The motion to incorporate passed almost 
unanimously. 


"Now about that committee," Darcie said. "We oughtta 
chose who's gonna be on it tonight, or we'll hafta call 
another meeting. Any nominations or volunteers? 


Frank, does that hand mean you're volunteering?" 

"I was just gonna say that you should be on it, Darcie." 

"I'm willing if people want me." 

"Instead o' that worthless son o' yours," someone called out. 
Darcie summoned up all her dignity and answered, 


"I'm sure Calvin Jr. would have some good ideas to offer if 
he's elected. Now, | ain't gonna be a one-person committee, 
am I? How many d'ya all think we should have? Half a 
dozen?" 


They decided on five. Along with Darcie, they 


elected the veterinarian, the miller, the butcher's son-in-law, 
and one of the nurses at the infirmary. 


If Darcie was anything, she was efficient, and, with the 
notable exception of her son, she could get anyone to do 
the work he was supposed to and get it done on time. 


Before Wednesday, a surveyor came to Caladelphia and 
spent three days taking the necessary measurements. Just 
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over a week later, he had completed his drawings. In six 
weeks, they had a plan for community governance, a 
charter and a set of bylaws. They showed what they had 
come up with to a lawyer, none other than Troilus Pardoner 
himself, who declared it satisfactory and just about 
watertight, but improperly worded. For a fee, he would take 
care of making the document sound legal and official. 


The veterinarian, as the most highly educated man in the 
community, agreed to bring their petition to incorporate to 
Helena in person. Before he left, they held an election for 
mayor and city councilmen, which they had decided would 
be made up of five people. All the members of the ad hoc 
incorporation committee were elected to the council except 
the miller, who was elected mayor, and Darcie, who said 
that her receiving money from the people who were buying 
their houses and stores would constitute a conflict of 
interest. No one could figure out why it should, but she 
withdrew from the Council anyway. The 


Caladelphians elected Clay in her place, since they felt a 
Caldwell should be on it. The remaining seat was to be left 
vacant until the veterinarian got back from Helena. 


Caladelphia Ranch became Caladelphia City in 


mid-January 1927. Five months later, the new postmaster 
was elected to fill the vacant seat on the City Council. 
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8. 

In the fall of 1928, Jake stayed two days at 


Caliban's and Nick's apartment in Davenport. He had 
decided to continue his studies at Johns Hopkins University 
in Baltimore and specialize in orthopedic medicine. He had 
not told Caliban and Nick he was coming in order to surprise 
them. He knew that Caliban no longer worked, and he would 
find him at home. 


Caliban's infirmity had limited the number of things he and 
Nick could do when they made love, but it did not affect 
their enjoyment or how often they did it. Nick could not 
raise Caliban's legs to fuck him on his back, and Caliban no 
longer had the mobility to fuck Nick lying behind him on 
their left sides. Nick could push his ass back into him and 
squirm, which felt good for both but did not bring either of 
them to climax. Nor could Caliban support himself on his 
knees to fuck Nick on his back. It worked when he lay on top 
of him, and that became their position of choice, but Caliban 
found that tiring too, and he did not have the strength to 


thrust hard. For deep and insistent penetration, Nick had to 
straddle and ride him. They also bought a battery-operated 
vibrator for Caliban to use on him. Nick fucking Caliban on 
their sides or lying on top of 489 
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him posed no problem. Except for fucking Caliban on his 
back, they could do pretty much anything when Caliban 
took the passive role. 


It also limited what they could do for oral sex, for Caliban 
could not kneel between his lover's legs and lean forward to 
suck him, and once he got into a position, it was difficult for 
him to shift his body into another. When Caliban sucked 
Nick, they generally sixty-nined, and Nick had to sit on his 
face for Caliban to rim him and suck his balls when they 
were in bed. 


But these limitations also brought new discoveries. 


If Nick put a pillow under Caliban's hips to raise him before 
getting on top of him, he could fuck him as deep as when 
they were young, and almost as hard and long if he kept his 
strokes even. They used their ingenuity and experimented 
with other places to have sex besides the bed. 


If Nick moved the sofa and flopped Caliban over the back of 
it, he could fuck him almost indefinitely. The kitchen table 
worked well, too. Caliban could lie on it on his stomach 
without putting his weight on his feet while Nick fucked him, 
and if he put all his weight on his left leg, he could fuck Nick 
that way as well, but no more than ten minutes. It provided 
a bit of variety, but was not as good as the bed. 


The main advantage of the table was for oral. 
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Caliban would sit in a chair and Nick would lie on his back 
with his legs spread wide above his head, which made it 
possible for Caliban to give his crotch a thorough working 
over from navel to tail bone and also stick it to him for a few 
minutes. They did this frequently, for Nick loved Caliban to 
go down on him and it allowed him to be totally passive, 
and since he usually assumed the active role, his 
vulnerability in that exposed position made them seem 
more equal partners. Caliban felt no need to be in control. 


He did not even notice he was when Nick lay on the table, 
open to whatever his lover felt like doing, but Nick loved the 
feeling of helplessness. He even had Caliban tie his ankles 
in place, saying it was easier on his back than holding them 
apart with his hands. 


* OK OK OX 


Nick was at work when Jake arrived. Caliban 


needed to brace himself on one of his crutches to get into a 
standing position, so it took him a couple of minutes to get 
to the door although he was sitting in the front room when 
he heard Jake's knock. He opened it, recognized his nephew, 
and his jaw dropped open. They had not seen each other in 
five years. Jake did not have to be a doctor to see ata 
glance that Caliban's hip was a lot worse. 
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had told him his plans, Caliban asked, "And Ann and the 
kids?" 


"I'll send for them when I've found a house and settled into 
it with furniture. Until then they'll stay with Ann's parents in 
Omaha. We've sold the house and my practice in Lincoln." 


“How long can you stay?" 
“Two nights, and then I have a late night train." 
"We only have one bedroom." 


"I can sleep on the sofa. You have an extra pillow and 
blankets?" 


"Of course. How long was the trip from Omaha? 
You must be tired. Or maybe you'd like a bath?" 


"I'd love one. Why don't you come and sit next to me while 
I'm having it so we can chat?" It made Caliban feel good 
inside to know that his favorite nephew had no qualms 
about the uncle he knew to be homosexual seeing him 
naked. Of course Jake didn't hold it against him, but most 
men are afraid of being ogled by men who might be 
sexually attracted to them. 


Jake put his suitcase on the sofa and took out a change of 
clothes. Then he undressed and put everything he had been 
wearing in a laundry bag. Caliban averted his eyes so as not 
to stare at him. 
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"You don't have to turn away," Jake said. "You and Nick have 
seen me take a bath before." 


"You didn't know about us then." 
"No, | didn't." 


"And now you want to show me you aren't afraid that I'll 
attack you." 


"| wouldn't put it that way. Say 'to prove to you nothing's 
changed'. As for attacking me, you couldn't wrestle anyone 
even if you wanted to. You're standing a lot more crooked 
than the last time | saw you." 


Hesitantly, Caliban looked at Jake. 
"Now tell me if | don't look like my pa," Jake said. 


"I never saw Calhoun naked, and | can see the resemblance 
with your clothes on. | always said you looked a lot like him. 
But | know why you're doing this, Jake: to show you don't 
mind about me and Nick," Caliban went on. 


"| told both of you that years ago. Anyway, it wouldn't 
surprise me if you would have preferred women if you and 
he hadn't fallen in love. You see, | also know it's love." 


"You're wrong, Jake. I've always been attracted to men. 
Caleb was, too." 


Jake did not hide his surprise. "I didn't know that." 


"No one in the family does; only Nick and | do." 

"You and Caleb didn't..." 
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"No. | only found out about a month before he died." 


"You don't think his... his interest in other men had anything 
to do with his suicide?" 


"| hope and pray not." 


Jake took his change of clothes and went into the bathroom 
to fill the tub. Caliban telephoned Nick's workplace and left 
a message that Jake had come to visit and he should pick up 
something extra nice for supper. 


Then he followed Jake into the bathroom, lowered the lid of 
the toilet seat, and sat next to him with his bad leg resting 
on the side of the tub. 


"| already told you you stand all crooked," Jake said, "and 
now | see you walk worse. I'm going to make you a promise 
now. I'll come back after | finish my coursework in Baltimore 
to have a good look at that hip. 


And | mean to learn something about osteopathy, too, by 
the way, if | can find someone who'll teach me. Right now | 
don't know any more about bones and muscles than any 
other physician, probably a lot less, and | imagine you've 
seen plenty of them." 


"Did you decide to go into orthopedics for my sake?" 


"No, not exactly, but it's probably because of you that | find 
the field interesting. We'll have to see if it holds 494 
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my interest once | begin studying it in earnest. This is a very 
comfortable bathtub you have, by the way." 


Jake brought him up to date on news from the 


ranch, which was now Officially a city. Caliban already knew 
that. "It's not just a city in name, though," Jake said. 


"It's a city —more of a town, really— in the sense that no 
one would call it anything else. It doesn't operate as a ranch 
anymore. The old hands all work for my pa, whose ranch isa 
ranch, but most of them live in Caladelphia and pay rent to 
Calvin Jr. Pa put in a road from our house to the village for 
them, but he doesn't like having automobiles on his 
property, so the town cowboys stable their horses in 
Caladelphia and ride them to work. No one's going to load 
up into a wagon to drive ten or fifteen miles anymore, 
especially if it means getting up two or three hours earlier." 


So Julia could finally visit Darcie without going clear around 
the property. 


"So the only cars on Calhoun's ranch are his sons'?" 


"No, there's just Zeke's, and that gets parked outside their 
house by the main gate. Clay and Jared live in Caladelphia 
now that they're married. You knew they were married? Pa 
has an open-back truck, though, for bringing in hay and 
things, and Julia drives it to visit Darcie." 


“Darcie wrote they were married, but | didn't know they 
lived on Calvin's quarter. And Calhoun puts up with 495 
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"He bought them plots on Calvin's land, and they own their 
houses outright. He got a kick out of my brothers' 


owning land that used to be Calvin's." 
“And Calhoun still won't set foot on Calvin's property?" 


"No, and | doubt he ever will, but it's not Calvin's property 
anymore. As | was saying, Calvin Jr. only gets rent for the 
houses Pa's married cowboys live in, and they also pay to 
keep their horses in his stables, where you used to be in 
charge. But the stores there belong to the owners now, and 
they own the land they're on, too. Darcie sold them the 
properties, to cover Uncle Calvin's debts." 


"Calvin went into debt? That's hard to believe." 
"Calvin Jr. ran them up, but his pa took 


responsibility for them, up to his ears. Nobody's said 
anything, but I get the idea they're close to bankruptcy." 


"Darcie wrote about the men working for Calhoun, but not 
about the road or the stores." 


"She wouldn't write about the stores; Uncle Calvin is still 
fuming she sold them. Not that he had any better ideas. And 
the road's new. Just finished in August. | assume you know 
about Calvin's stroke." Caliban nodded. "You also know that 


he said he wanted things set up the way he wants them 
after he dies and had Darcie open his will?" 
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"No, | didn't." 


"And that he left it all to Calvin Jr. except the house, which 
went to Darcie? Hester's house was hers already, of course. 
She and Charley never paid rent on it." 


"That's all he left Darcie? Just the house?" 


"And the plot of land it's on. Of course, in getting 
everything, Calvin Jr. just gets the ranch buildings; the land 
is city land now. He gets the rent money from the houses, 
some of which is going to buy the houses from Calvin. 


Darcie's idea, of course. But he keeps the rent money and 
spends most of it on himself, so Darcie doesn't have much 
coming in. But she makes all the decisions about the so- 
called ranch and carries them out, and Calvin Jr. goes along 
with it. He complains about everything she does, but he's 
too lazy to run the place himself." 
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9. 

Jake had finished his bath. He changed into the 


clothes he had taken out of his suitcase, and they moved 
their conversation into the kitchen. "I can't say what Nick 
will bring home for supper," Caliban said, "but he won't have 
bought dessert. We don't have dessert too often, but your 
being here calls for a celebration. I'll go whip something up 
now." 


"Are you sure should be standing over a stove, Uncle Cal? 
Won 't it put a strain on your hip?" 


"There are fresh blueberries in the icebox. | thought | would 
mix up some batter and make us a cobbler. | can do that 
sitting at the table, and then all | have to do is pop it in the 
oven. But tell me more about Caladelphia. | bet it's grown a 
lot. Are there any new stores?" 


"Well, of course they have a post office, now that it's a real 
town." 


"What about a bank?" 
“There's no bank yet, but they have a notary public. 


Quite a few families have moved there, bought plots and 
built themselves houses, families whose work doesn't have 
anything to do with ranching. There are two teachers now, 
and Calvin's old church has been done over inside to make 
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two classrooms. It's not a church anymore; they have a new 
one. The congregation got together, bought the land from 
Darcie, and put it up themselves. Now they're talking about 
hiring a full-time preacher. And there's a second one going 


up for the Catholics, with a parish house for the priest next 
to it, if they can find one. If they do, they'll probably want a 
school, too, at least for the first two or three grades." 


"And a doctor?" 


"It's still the same amateur nurses running the clinic, but | 
can't imagine there not being one before long." 


"Have you ever thought of being the doctor there?" 


Jake gave him a serious look. "I have to think about Ann and 
the kids. I'd be a fool to set up a practice in a town that has 
no future." 


"What makes you say Caladelphia has no future? 


From what you've told me, it's growing like a cornfield in 
summer." 


"Or like weeds. Didn't you hear what | said about 
bankruptcy?" 


“That was your real news. The rest of it doesn't surprise 
me." 


"Well, there's nothing certain about it, but it's more than a 

rumor. | could tell Darcie was holding a lot back when I saw 
her, and I'm pretty sure what's eating at her is money. The 
feud isn't boiling over, it's barely simmering; 499 
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and | don't think she's having problems at home other than 
Calvin Jr." 


Jake told Caliban another thing he didn't know. 


Selling the stores hadn't begun to cover their debts, and 
Darcie had made the farm communal, like the ones in 
Russia. The Caladelphians worked it together and divided up 
the crops and shared in the profits equally. 


"What do you think will happen?" 


“They'll lose it all. Darcie will sell all the houses, and their 
only income will come from Hester's general store and 
renting out stalls in the stables. You're lucky you left when 
you did." 


x OK OOK OX 
Nick came home with a chicken, all plucked and 


cleaned by the butcher, a pound of green beans, and three 
quart bottles of cold beer, which went straight into the 
icebox. "Couldn't think o' nothing more special than 
chicken," he explained. 


Caliban remarked that they used to eat a lot of 
chicken on the ranch. 

"We raised our own then. Chicken's expensive here!" 
Nick cut up the chicken, floured the pieces, fried 500 
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them up, made mashed potatoes and gravy to go with it, 
and set the beans on the stove to boil. They washed it all 
down with ice-cold glasses of beer. Jake called it a feast. 


"Having you over calls for a feast, Jake. What brings you to 
Davenport?" 


Jake told Nick about his plans to study at Johns Hopkins and 
gave him the news of the ranch. "Yeah, Darcie wrote us 
about Calvin's stroke. You seen 'im. How bad off is 'e?" Nick 
asked. 


"A lot worse than Uncle Cal. Compared to him, Uncle Cal's 
an athlete. Calvin can't do anything for himself. 


He can't walk, he can't even stand or turn himself over in 
bed. He can move his left arm, but it's too shaky to do 
anything with, and his grip isn't strong enough to hold a 
spoon. And his tongue is like lead in his mouth. It's hard to 
understand a thing he says." 


"Tell Nick about all the new businesses, Jake." 


Jake ran down the list of stores that had opened in 
Caladelphia since they had left. "Sounds like things there're 
changing mighty quick," Nick said. "Bet we wouldn't 
recognize it no more. How long's it been? Five years? | lived 
there more'n twenty-five and didn't see that much change!" 


"It's not just the ranch, Uncle Nick. The whole world is 
changing faster than we can keep pace with it. It 501 
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seems as if every month | read about some new cure and a 
dozen new medicines. I've learned as much since | left 
medical school as | did in it. And to think that when | was a 
kid people were still treating themselves with snake oil! 


We've come a long way, | tell you. Would you believe? | read 
an article in a journal not long ago about something called 
penicillium, which they think can be used someday to cure 
any infection and they don't know how many diseases." 


"Sounds like some kinda miracle drug." 


"It will be, if it works. And then there are vaccines, not just 
for smallpox; for diphtheria and hydrophobia, too. 


The rabies vaccine was discovered before | was born, but 
where could you get the shots? Now just about every 
hospital has some on hand." 


"Do you think they could have fixed my hip if | had broken it 
now instead of forty years ago, Jake?" 


"Maybe. | won't be able to answer that until I've started my 
classes." 


* OK OOK OX 


Jake stayed with them the next two days. His last day there 
was a Saturday, when Nick had the day off. 
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difficult for him to get out, and he was lonely in the 
apartment when Nick was away. He seldom had the chance 
to leave the apartment except in warm weather and when 
he felt he could manage its one flight of stairs. Then he 
would take a short stroll around the neighborhood on 


crutches, a block or two at most. He wished they could have 
found an apartment closer to a park. 


Saturday afternoon they took Jake to their favorite bench in 
a park by the river. Caliban left his crutches in the 
apartment because he'd have Nick's arm to lean on. 


"I can see why you like it here," Jake said. "The river is an 
empty space, like the prairie around your house on the 
ranch. It makes the sky look bigger, and you don't feel 
closed in. Sure, there are boats, and buildings across on the 
other side, and skyscrapers right behind you, but it still 
makes you feel you're by yourselves and have all the room 
in the world." 


"Yeah, that's one o' the things we miss living in a city. That, 
and the quiet. And the way people don't really know each 
other, even when they live in the same building. 


They nod and say hello when they see ya, but that's all." 
"It's different when you have a house," Jake said, 
"and there are other houses next door and across the street. 


Neighbors tend to be more neighborly then. Maybe it's a 
way of holding on to your privacy when you have a lot of 
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"Could be, but | wonder sometimes where me and Cal'd turn 
for help if something happens." 


“Then you could go and knock on any of their doors, Nick," 
Caliban said. "People are always willing to lend a hand when 
you need them, even to strangers, and our neighbors aren't 
exactly strangers, even if we don't know them well." 


"Back on the ranch, the guys | worked with always liked to 
joke and talk together while we were doing chores or 
tending the cattle. And at the bunkhouse they eat together 
and shower together and stay up late to play cards and 
chew the fat. You really get to know each other that way. It's 
too noisy at the factory to have a real conversation, and 
when you only get half an hour for lunch, there ain't time to 
do much more'n eat it, and after work everybody goes home 
and we don't see each other again till the next day." 


"Maybe | just got used to not seeing people all the time after 
| had to quit teaching and was by myself at the house all 
day." 


"And where did you feel it more, out on the range or cooped 
up in our apartment?" 


"Here, even though | hear people talking outside in the 
street and the kids playing in the hall. But there | could 504 
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step outside and breathe, so | didn't feel cooped up. | think 
Jake is right. What | miss most are the open spaces. But | 
think it's about time we were heading home. The sun's 
going to dip behind the buildings soon, and it'll get chilly." 


They would have to walk about half a mile before they 
reached a street where they were likely to find a taxi. 


Jake asked if he should run on ahead and hail one. 


"No, | can walk that far," Caliban said. "The exercise will do 
me good." 


It was a nice day, perhaps one of the last they would have 
that autumn. A number of people, most of them couples or 
families, had stepped out for a stroll along the river. Several 
of them turned to look at them when they saw Caliban 
clinging affectionately to Nick's arm. Jake commented on 
the stares they got. 


"We're used to them," Caliban said, "and we know what 
they're thinking. Two men aren't supposed to walk arm and 
arm like a girl and her boyfriend. Then they notice my limp 
and think I'm holding on to him to support myself. 


Being a cripple has its advantages." 
"You're not a cripple yet, Uncle Cal." 
"| need crutches, don't |?" 


"If you can still walk half a mile with only Nick to lean on, 
then I'd say you're lame, very lame, but no cripple." 
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"How long's it gonna be before he is, though?" Nick asked. 
"You're a doctor, Jake. | know Cal wants to know, even if he 
ain't asked. Will it get much worse?" 


"Yes, there's no holding back the deterioration, and it will 
progress more quickly as time goes on. | can't say how long 


it will be until you're in a wheelchair, Uncle Cal, but it's 
coming." 


"We both knew that," Caliban said. "Nick doesn't like to face 
it, but he knows, the same as | do." 


* OK OOK OX 


Jake's train east left late in the evening. At supper, Jake 
asked them, "I have a question for you two, something I've 
wondered about since I've known you. Do you ever quarrel? 
You don't seem to. I've never seen that in a couple." 


"We had that big blow-out last Christmas, when you knitted 
me them wool pajamas for my present and made me wear 
‘em for a whole week. They itched!" 


Caliban smiled. "I didn't knit you woolen pajamas for 
Christmas!" 


"You didn't? The way | remember it, | went to bed in my 
birthday suit." 


"Don't you ever disagree on anything? 
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"Of course we do sometimes," Caliban said. "Is that a reason 
to quarrel about it?" 
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10. 
The United States was in the grip of the Great 


Depression. Countless men in Davenport had lost their jobs, 
and their families survived on public relief. A vast 
Shantytown sprang up near the river at the west end of the 
city, where thousands of people lived in filth and squalor. 


Nick, like so many others there, was unemployed. He and 
Caliban would have to move so he could find work. 


Caliban thought that with Nick's experience he could land a 
job in the stockyards in Kansas City, but Nick was against it. 
"| don't wanna go west ever again," he said, "not even a 
mile." So they had gone to Saint Louis, hoping Nick would 
find work there. Caliban's gold certificates would give them 
enough to live on for quite a while in spite of his medical 
bills, but no one had any idea how long the Depression 
would last. The end was nowhere in sight. 


They found a one-room apartment on the ground 


floor of a five-story walkup. Caliban could manage with 
difficulty the five steps in front of the building, but not a 
flight of stairs. It was in a run-down neighborhood. Drunks 
and derelicts idled away their aimless days in its trash- 
littered streets. Their one room was half the size of the front 
room of their house on the ranch. The paint was peeling, 
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and the radiator hissed and clanged in a vain attempt to 
produce heat. The apartment came with a fold-down bed 
with a privacy curtain they could draw in front of it but 
never did, a closet-sized kitchen, and an even tinier 
bathroom, but at least Caliban would not have to use the 
toilet in the unlit hallway. Many of the bigger apartments 


—bigger, not big— did not have their own bathroom. As an 
added advantage, because the bathroom was minuscule, 
the bathtub was only a yard long with a built-in seat. 
Caliban would not have been able to get out of a bathtub he 
stretched out in without help. 


There was no rug. Besides the fold-down bed, their furniture 
consisted of a worn-out sofa, a little side table with a lamp 
next to it, a kitchen table, three chairs, and a small dresser 
which they kept in the closet to give themselves the 
additional floor space for the wooden walking frame Nick 
had designed and built for Caliban. 


They had a telephone, an indispensible luxury in case 
Caliban needed a doctor. Squeezed into the kitchen were a 
three-burner stove with an oven that did not always work, 
an icebox, and a sink which could hold two table settings 
but was only big enough to wash one pan ata time, and 
above the sink were cabinets for cookware and canned 
goods Caliban could not reach. They kept the tableware in 
the useless oven so Caliban could set the table. It was too 
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hard for him to stand at the stove long enough to cook 
supper, but he did the lighter housework. He had to do it 
very slowly, but he had all day to do it in. 


For a few weeks, every day Nick walked from store to store, 
business to business, factory to factory, trying to find work. 
He was never tempted to give up and spend the day leaning 
against the wall of a building like the many despondent, out- 
of-work men he saw. He attributed his determination to the 
necessity of caring for Caliban, but he would have done the 
same had he been on his own. It was not in his nature to 
remain idle. 


They ate eggs, potatoes, beans, cheese, a daily piece of 
fruit, and drank coffee for a beverage, but Nick insisted 
Caliban drink four glasses of milk a day to keep his bones 
from crumbling. Two or three times a week, he came back 
from job hunting with a slab of liver, a carp, or some other 
cheap cut of meat. Their diet perked up when an Italian 
family on the third floor introduced them to pasta and its 
possibilities. For the anniversary of Nick's moving into 
Caliban's prairie house together they ate steak, fried 
potatoes, salad and cupcakes. They would have baked the 
potatoes, but could not get the oven to light. 


When Nick came home with a birthday gift for 


Caliban, Caliban did not want to accept it. "It isn't fair," he 
said. "| won't be able to buy you one. | can barely make it 
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outside to sit on the front steps for a breath of foul air, much 
less walk a few blocks to the nearest store, where | won't 
find anything anyway." 


But there was a big gift-wrapped box on the table when Nick 
came back from looking for work on his birthday. "I 


telephoned for a taxi," Caliban explained. He had spent 
what was, for them, a fortune on a complete rancher's outfit 
like what Nick had worn back in Caladelphia, with the 
cowboy shirt, the dungarees, the sculpted belt, the boots, 
the string tie, and the wide-brimmed hat. "I didn't buy you 
chaps or spurs, to save money," Caliban said. 


Nick could not keep from smiling, but he grumbled, 


"You forget we're living in the city now? Where'm I gonna 
wear these?" 


"Right here in our apartment. And you're going to take them 
off piece by piece while | watch. Now go into the bathroom 
and try them on so | can see you come out all dressed up. 
And put on your silk skivvies underneath. | cooked supper, 
too." 


"When do | take it all off?" 
"Not until | tell you. Sometime after supper." 


Caliban had cooked Nick's favorite beef stew, with bits of 
pork side and potatoes, carrots and turnips, and he had 
made biscuits for sopping up the gravy. When Nick 511 
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had had seconds and cleaned his plate, Caliban said, "I have 
a surprise for you. Shut your eyes while | get it out of its 
hiding place." 


It was a birthday cake he had baked himself. 


"Where'd you get it?" Nick wanted to know. 


"| baked it myself." 
"How'd you do that?" 
"With flour and sugar and eggs and butter and milk." 


“How'd you get the flour and sugar down from the 
cupboard? | don't like you climbing up on a chair or onto the 
counter with that hip." 


"| couldn't get up on a chair whether you liked me doing it or 
not. That nice Mrs. Cohen down the hall took them down for 
me and put them back when | finished." 


"| bet she baked it for you, too." 


"In a sense she did. She put it in her oven, since you haven't 
got around to fixing ours yet. But | made it, and the 
chocolate butter cream frosting, too." 


"Where're the candles?" 
"Fifty-two of them? Do you want to burn this place down?" 


"How can I blow 'em out and make a wish if there ain't no 
candles?" 


"You once told me there isn't anything you could 512 
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wish for." 


"Not for me, but | wouldn't 'a minded wishing this damn 
Depression would be over." 


* OK OOK x 


They did not pretend cheerfulness, nor were they morose. 
Their sense of humor did not change. Times were hard for 
everyone, and they were not the kind of men to indulge in 
self-pity. But Nick grieved for Caliban's disability and failing 
health, and Caliban blamed himself for Nick's sense of 
helplessness and frustration at not being able to find work. 
If Nick had not been saddled with him, he could have gone 
west and found work on a ranch and escaped from the 
claustrophobic city and its pestilent air. 


He told Nick how he felt. 
"First of all, | hear things ain't no better out west. 


You can't find ranch work no more'n you can find a factory 
job. | prob'ly couldn't get work if | asked for it in Caladelphia. 
Two, you ain't a burden, and we're gonna pull through this. 
Three, we got money, though it's going quick, but it ain't in 
the bank, thank God, it's in gold, and all of it. 


Four, it's your money, what you got for selling your part of 
the ranch. | wouldn't have nothing without you." 
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about money. Had they been as rich as Croesus, if he lost 
Caliban, Nick would have felt he had lost everything. 


Nick eventually did find a job in Saint Louis, but he hated it. 
It was a long walk to get there, the work was boring, the pay 
was low, and the workers' morale was lower. In Davenport, 


although the people he worked with at the factory did not 
Say much to each other, there was a kind of solidarity 
among them. They had a union; here they did not, and since 
the Depression the acrimony between bosses and workers 
had increased. Things had grown uglier, and people were 
afraid of the goons and even more afraid of losing their jobs. 
Some went so far as to accuse a fellow-worker of being an 
agitator. Nick always came home depressed, but a hug from 
Caliban was enough to cheer him up. 


They had an income, but they continued to live 


frugally. Nick could foresee the day when he would have to 
leave his job to care full time for Caliban. Their money would 
run out, and then what would they live on? Perhaps they 
could find a woman in their building desperate to 
supplement her husband's meager salary, or lack of one, to 
help care for him. 


* OK OOK OX 
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Back in Caladelphia, Calvin Jr. was about to lose everything; 
the beginning of the Great Depression was no time to be 
mortgaged up to your earlobes. The banks could not touch 
the land of Calvin's quarter, since Darcie had finessed them 
when she had it incorporated as a city, but the buildings on 
it —the house, bunkhouse, barns, stables and sheds— were 
vulnerable, as were the livestock and equipment. Several 
Caladelphians had already lost their homes, and the bank 
owned a quarter of the businesses, including the mill. Their 
former owners continued to work there for the bank, but 


business was slow and they feared the bank would close 
them down and turn them out. 


Calhoun owned all his property and everything on it, and 
Caleb's sons owned the eighth where their mother lived and 
sent her money every month. Hester still owned her house, 
but the general store belonged to the bank, and she ran it 
for them in return for a small percentage of the profits. 
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11. 


One morning before dawn, Calvin Jr. took the deed to the 
unsold half of Caleb's property, the bank abstract and the 
Surveyor's drawings, got into the car, and drove to Miles 
City. He had an appointment to meet with Troilus Pardoner 
at nine. 


"You told me on the telephone there's something | would 
want to know about," the lawyer said after they had shaken 
hands. 


“Them acres by the northeast corner of the ranch my pa 
sold you, they're for sale. | thought you'd want 'em, so | 
come to you first." 


"You thought right. Who's selling?" 
"lam. | brought the deed and the surveyor's map. 
It's good grazing land." 


"Let's see them." 


Pardoner glanced over the deed. Then he looked 


suspiciously at Calvin Jr., knitting his brow, as if he were 
trying to read him. "This deed isn't made out to you. You 
don't have the authority to sell it. Not to me, not to anyone. 


Where'd you get it?" 

"In our office safe in Caladelphia." 
"What was it doing there?" 
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"We got the deeds to all the quarters there, excepting what 
you bought. Caladelphia been one ranch for generations." 


"It isn't anymore. It hasn't been since your father and uncles 
divided it up and each of them went his own way." 


"They weren't s'posed to. And they run it like one ranch for 
years after my grandpa left it to 'em." 


"What do you mean by 'they weren't supposed to'?" 


"Where he give 'em each a quarter in his will, my grandpa 
says they gotta stick together and keep the ranch whole." 


"But they didn't, did they? Once the property became theirs 
he couldn't tell them what to do with it." 


"That's 'cause he was dead." 


Pardoner laughed. "No, my friend. Possession is nine points 
of the law. He couldn't tell them what to do because it 
wasn't his anymore, just like the acres you're trying to sell 
me now aren't yours." 


"| got the deed to 'em, don't I?" 


"You purloined it. What you want to do is an arrogation, a 
kind of embezzlement. In other words, Mr. 


Caldwell, you're asking me to become an accomplice ina 
felony." 


"So you ain't interested." 
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"| didn't say | wasn't interested. | merely meant to explain 
that | will not purchase the property unless I'm very sure 
that my rights of ownership will be watertight and 
uncontestable." 


"How can we know that?" 


" I'll be the judge of that. | know the law; you obviously don't 
know anything. Are there people who will attest that the 
deed was kept in your safe and that the owners of the 
property knew it was kept there and consented to keeping it 
there?" 


"Yes, they ain't gonna deny it." 


“Good. Possession is nine points of the law, as | said. Do you 
have documentation to verify the validity of the deed?" 


"| brought the abstracts with me." 
"Very good. And your grandfather's will?" 
"That's in my safe." 


"Well, | don't think we'll need that at the moment, not unless 
your cousins contest the sale. And you should realize that 
they could press criminal charges." 


"Does that means you're gonna buy?" 


"| think | will. If we can agree on a price, we can go to the 
bank today and close the deal." 


"I'm asking—" 
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it is extremely unlikely you will be able to sell it to anyone 
else, so you will have to take that into account when you 
name your price. No bank will honor that deed unless you 
hire yourself a good lawyer, such as myself, for which you 
would have to pay a good deal of money. It seems 
reasonable that | should deduct my fee from what | pay for 
the property. Finally, you need to remember that | am 
putting myself at considerable risk in entering into an 
agreement that may have no legal standing and may even 
constitute a felony. Now, do you want to name your price, or 
Shall we save time and have me name mine?" 


* OK OOK OX 


"Where you been all day?" Darcie asked when her son 
arrived home early that evening. He had left while she was 
still asleep. 


"To Miles City to get money to pay back what the ranch 
owes." 


She turned away from the stove and looked at him, the 
large wooden spoon she was using to stir Calvin's oatmeal 
in her hand. "The ranch don't owe nothing 'cause there ain't 
no ranch. We owe it. What'd you sell this time?" 


"What was left of Uncle Caleb's quarter." 
Darcie dropped the spoon and stared at him in 
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disbelief. "You can't do that! It ain't yours." 


"| done it, though; papers signed and cleared at the bank 
and all." 


"It can't be legal. Since when is stealing legal?" 
"Mr. Pard'ner says it is." 
"You sell it to that weasel?" 


"He read over the deed and the abstract, and according to 
him, everything's on the up and up. 


‘Possession is nine points of the law,' he told me." 


"And ten points of it's thievery and loopholes, it seems. We 
ain't heard the end o' this, Calvin Jr." 


"| paid off the bank. We're in the clear," he announced 
cheerfully. 


"In the clear till they come and toss you in jail for theft and 
forgery. Logan and Brandon're gonna have plenty to say 
about it." 


"They ain't gonna get nowhere. I'd like to see 'em try and 
take on Mr. Pard'ner. He ain't one to tangle with!" 


"I'd like to see them take you on. If they get their hands on 
you, what they leave behind on the floor ain't gonna be 
pretty. Oh, dear God— Amanda! What's she gonna do? 
You've gone and sold 'er house right out from under her!" 


"She got kids. They can take care o' her." 
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think | carried this demon in my belly for nine months!" 


Darcie sat at the table and for the next five minutes stared 
into space. Calvin Jr. stood by smirking, waiting to hear what 
she would say next. "Ain't nothing no one can do about it," 
he said finally. "Mr. Pard'ner'll come by and turn her out ina 
couple o' days." 


"Pick up that spoon and wash it off; then finish cooking the 
oatmeal and go feed your pa. He ain't ate nothing since 
lunch. | got something that needs taking care of." 


Darcie went into the bedroom. She came out a few minutes 
later carrying a suitcase. Calvin Jr. was spooning the 
oatmeal from the pot into a bowl. "Where you going, Ma?" 
he asked. 


Darcie put down the suitcase and walked up to him. 


"You left this morning without telling me where you were 
going or I'd 'a stopped you. | don't want you trying to stop 
me, neither." Then she spit in his face, picked up the 
Suitcase, and walked to Hester's. Calvin Jr. wiped the spittle 
from his face and went to feed Calvin his oatmeal. 


The next morning Darcie and Hester returned to the house 
with three suitcases. Calvin Jr. was having breakfast. 


"Howdy, Ma," he called out cheerfully. "Where you been all 
night? Good morning, Cousin Hester. You're up early." 


The women walked past him as if he wasn't there 
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and went into Calvin's room. They emptied Darcie's clothes 
from the dresser and closet. "You going somewhere?" 


Calvin asked. His speech was labored and difficult to 
understand, but she was used to it. 


"Why don't you ask that no-good son o' yours?" 
"Calvin Jr. run up more gambling debts?" 


"Gambling debts're stupid; what he done this time is mean." 


"What's he done?" 

"Like | said, ask him." 

"You ain't telling?" 

"I ain't talking either, not to him, not to you. Ever." 
Darcie returned every day at noon to feed her 


husband, bathe him, and change his bed linen. When she 
needed cash, she took it from the strongbox, to which she 
had a key. But she never spoke but a few words more to him 
for as long as she lived, and to her son not even one. 


* OK OK OX 


Darcie drove to Amanda's that afternoon and told her what 
Calvin Jr. had done. Amanda could not grasp what she was 
talking about. "But the land and house ain't his, Darcie. 
They belong to my boys." 
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shyster lawyer, Tro-willis Pard'ner." 

"| don't get it. How'd it happen?" 

"Nothing complicated about it. Calvin Jr. stole it. 

Like father, like son, they say." 


Darcie was still trying to explain to Amanda what had 
happened when Mr. Pardoner himself drove up and knocked 


on the door. "Which one of you fine ladies is Mrs. 
Amanda Caldwell?" he asked. 

"That's me." 

"And you must be Mr. Troilus Pard'ner, the 
lawyer." 

"The same." 

"| got a business proposition for you, Mr. Pard'ner. 
A house | wanna sell." 

"Where is it?" 

"In Caladelphia. The old Caldwell ranch house." 
"Is it yours to sell?" 


"It is. Don't see why it'd make a difference to the likes o' you 
if it wasn't, though." 


“Then | presume I'm speaking to Mrs. Calvin Caldwell." 
"You are." 


“Let me tell you this, Mrs. Caldwell. In the first place, | own 
two houses on this ranch. Why would | want one in 
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buy a house that the bank owns every inch of?" 


"My s— Calvin Jr. says it's paid up." 


"The interest, not the principal. And it'll accrue, Mrs. 
Caldwell, it'll accrue. And you, Miz Amanda, | came to tell 
you | want you out of my house in three days. That's more 
notice than any bank would give. Take the furniture with 
you. | didn't buy that." 


Darcie raised her voice. "You have no right to it. It wasn't 
Calvin Jr.'s to sell." 


"The courts can decide that, Mrs. Caldwell. In the meantime, 
this document says it's mine. Good day to you, ladies." 


As if in a daze, Amanda watched him leave. Then 


she collapsed onto the settee. "Where'm | gonna go?" she 
moaned. 


"You're coming to live with me and Hester," Darcie said. "I 
left Calvin." 


x OK OK OK 
A week after Amanda moved in with Hester and 


Darcie, Darcie went to see to Calvin at noon, as she had 
promised she would. She heated a bowl of soup for him, sat 
on the bed beside him and dipped in the spoon. 
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promised he'd get the money to pay 'em back. He's a good 
boy." Darcie grunted. "He left you a note." 


Calvin made an effort to bend his head forward, as if to look 
at his chest. Darcie saw a note was pinned to it. 


"From Calvin Jr.," Calvin said. 


Darcie unfolded the paper and read. Not a single word of it 
said anything about repaying Brandon and Logan. 


Ma, 


We're all paid up at the bank, so they aint gonna be on our 
backs for awhile, but I owe money to some tradesmen here 
in Caladelphia. It aint that much. If I get a job for a couple a 
months I can make enuff to pay it off. So I'm going to 
Denver to find work. You take care of Pa till | get back. Once 
a day aint enuff. Calvin Jr. 


"He left last night," Calvin said. 
Darcie tucked the note into her sleeve and fed 


Calvin his soup. Then she brought him the bedpan, wiped 
him, and changed his pajamas. As she was leaving the 
house, she noticed the car was gone. 


She returned at bedtime with a plate of the hash Amanda 
had made for her and Hester and helped him get down a 
glass of cider. The next morning, Hester came. 


Three times a day, one of the women came to look after 
him, but none of them spoke to him. Calvin lived 525 
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alone with only his own hoarse and mushy voice to break 
the silence. 


"You don't gotta help us with 'im, Amanda," Darcie told her. 
“Lord knows you don't owe 'im." 


"It'll increase my merit when | get to Heaven," 
Amanda answered. 


* OK OOK x 


A few days later, Brandon and Logan showed up at Hester's 
house and asked Darcie, "Where's Calvin Jr.?" 


"In hell, so much | care. But | understand he's gone to 
Denver. You just missed him by a couple o' days. He left a 
note. I'll get it for you. Do what you like with it." 


She went to her room and returned with the note. 

She handed it to them. They nodded and turned to go. 
"Logan... Brandon..." 

"Yes, Aunt Darcie?" 


"I'd give you our house to make good what Calvin Jr. done, 
honest | would. But it ain't ours. It belongs to the bank." 


"We appreciate it, Aunt Darcie. We don't blame you. Here, 
take Brandon's phone number. If you get word of the 
sonofabitch, call him." 
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In 1930, Jake was a licensed orthopedist and a fairly 
competent osteopath, although he did not have a 
certificate. 


He and Ann had decided to remain in Baltimore, where he 
had a good job at the hospital. They had gone west that 
summer so the children could see their grandparents in 
Montana and Nebraska and were on their way home. Jake 
stopped in Saint Louis to see his uncle and Nick, while Ann 
and the kids continued straight through to Baltimore. Jake 
was aware of the lovers' living arrangements and Caliban's 
failing health. This was no time for his whole family to visit 
them. 


This time Nick and Caliban were expecting him. 


Nick would be at work when Jake arrived and had put a key 
to the apartment under the doormat in case Caliban was 
asleep or resting when he got there. 


Jake took a taxi to their apartment building. 


Although they had hinted at their financial difficulties and 
had told him about their small one-room apartment, he did 
not know they were living in a slum. He found the key Nick 
had left him and let himself in. 


Caliban was up waiting for him, sitting by the table with his 
leg raised. "It's good to see you, Jake," he said. 
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"| doubt that. Our trip out west wasn't an easy one, and it 
feels as if I've been sitting in that train for a week or more!" 


"Well, you look a lot better than me, that's for sure. 


| suppose you'll want to stay in a hotel. This place is so tiny, 
and the neighborhood is bad." 


"I can only stay the night, Uncle Cal, and | want to spend 
every minute with you. | can sleep on the couch again." 


"It's old and worn out and worse than 
uncomfortable. Nothing like the couch we had in 
Davenport. | know; I've lain down on it." 


"I'll sleep on the floor if it's that bad, or in the bed with you 
and Nick, if | won't be intruding." 


Caliban laughed. "I think we can control ourselves for one 
night. Get yourself a cup of coffee and come sit and talk. 
What do you want to do while you're here?" 


"I'm going to examine you, thoroughly examine you, as | 
promised you last time | would. Bones and muscles are my 
specialty now, you know. Shall we do it now and get it out of 
the way so we have time to socialize when Uncle Nick gets 
back?" 


"Nick should be here for the examination. It's he who takes 
care of me, after all. He's my nurse, doctor, lover 529 
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and housekeeper all rolled into one. He helps me with the 
exercises that are supposed to make my leg stronger and 
keep my hip limber. They don't, but | want you to see them 
anyway. And he massages my leg almost every night. 


Doctor Brewster showed him how long ago in Billings, but 
maybe he should do it differently now that it's so much 
worse. If you know osteopathy, you can demonstrate a 
massage for him." 


"Yes, that makes sense. We'll wait for Nick. How about news 
of the ranch?" 


"Yes, I'm certain Darcie hasn't told me everything in her 
letters." 


“There's a lot | haven't written you, too. What | have to say 
is best told in person. " 


"Is it that bad?" 
"It's much worse." 
Julia hated Calvin more than her husband did 


because of what Calvin Jr. had done to Amanda, and she 
poured her anger into the letters she wrote her son. She 
reveled in the downturn of his fortunes and grieved that 
Darcie had to share in them. Caliban did not even know that 
Calvin Jr. had sold the property belonging to Caleb's sons 
and that their mother had been turned out, nor did he know 
that Darcie had left her husband. Darcie was too ashamed 
to tell him. 
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"How much worse, Jake?" he asked gravely. 


"I'd say it's gone downhill faster than that hip of yours, 
though I can't be sure of that until I've had a look at it." 


“Then let's wait on that until Nick gets home from work. He 
should hear it too. In the meantime, why don't you tell me 
about yourself, and about Ann and the kids." 


"I'd rather hear about you." 


"There's not much to tell. Times are hard, as you can see for 
yourself, but as long as Nick and | are together, we can't 
complain. Well, Nick complains about his job, but you know 
what | mean." 


"And the way you live hasn't put a strain on how you get 
along?" 


"If anything, we get along better. It's always been like that. 
When the feuding between Calhoun and Calvin got me 
down, | had Nick. When he got beat up because of what we 
are, he had me. When we went to Davenport and didn't 
know anyone, we had each other." 


"You know I've always envied you, don't you? Even before | 
knew you were lovers | could tell there was something 
special between you. When | was a kid, | used to think, 'Gee, 
| wish I had a friend like that." 


"So you see, here you are, a doctor who likes his job and 
doesn't have to worry about money, you love your 531 
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wife, you have great kids, and yet you envy us. Why should 
you need to ask if we're happy?" 


* OK OK x 


Jake gave Caliban and Nick his news over supper. 


They were appalled to learn about Amanda. When Jake told 
them that Darcie had moved out of the main house and 
gone to live with Hester, Nick said, "She shoulda left him 
years ago. Darcie's a fine woman; she got morals. Calvin is 
a skunk, and that son of his is worse." 


Caliban protested. "But Nick, Calvin's sick, paralyzed. He 
can't walk; he can barely move his arms. 


You can't just leave a man like that to die, however mean he 
is, no matter what bad things he's done. Somebody has to 
feed him, wash him, care for him." 


Nick sneered. "Let Calvin Jr. do it. Let Calvin see what a 
grateful offspring he raised." 


"Darcie goes twice a day to the house to feed and wash him, 
change his bedding and make sure he's as comfortable as 
she can make him," Jake explained, "but she won't speak to 
him." 


"And Amanda?" 


"Living with Darcie and Hester." 


"Do they have an income?" 
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“There's the general store. | suspect the bank owns that, 
though, and only lets them run it." 


"| can't see how Brandon and Logan put up with what he 
done," Nick said. "They could have him thrown in jail. What 
he done was robbery." 


“They came to the ranch to confront him before going to the 
law. They thought they owed it to him because he's their 
cousin. But he had left a week before they arrived, gone to 
Denver to earn money and try to save the ranch, meaning 
Caladelphia, Calvin's portion. He's in debt up to his ears; 
he's mortgaged just about everything." 


"What kinda job is that good-for-nothing fit for?" 
"Your guess iS aS good as mine." 
"So the bank owns everything?" Caliban asked. 


"Not the workers' homes. Darcie sold them to them to pay 
off the bank. And | think most of the stores belong to the 
people who opened them now, too, but some of them will go 
under along with Darcie. A lot of people have had to 
mortgage what they own to stay above water." 


"So you think Darcie will lose it all?" 


"I'm sure of it. She may have already." 


"Did you see her when you visited the ranch?" 


"We didn't visit Caladelphia; we stayed with my folks the 
whole time we were there. | did see Amanda, though. Lettie 
went and got her." 
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"How does she look?" 

“Broken. Older than you." 

Caliban had put his elbows on the table and was 
holding his head in his hands. "This is awful." 


"It ain't no good crying over it," Nick said. "I seen it coming. 
Maybe not happening like this, but | knew Calvin Jr. would 
land 'em all in the poorhouse." 


"| don't even feel like crying. | feel too empty to cry." 
"You really care about the ranch?" 


"| care about Darcie and Hester and Amanda, and Calvin, 
too, him being as sick as he is, and Caleb's boys, too, but | 
wouldn't care if the earth opened up and swallowed that 
loathsome, rotten, miserable ranch. It's given us nothing but 
sorrow." 


Nick turned to Jake. "So what'd Brandon and Logan do when 
Calvin Jr. wasn't at the ranch?" 


"They left for Denver to find him. | don't know if they have." 


“They won't." 


"If they don't, | suppose they'll go to the law and let the 
police look for him." 
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13: 


They were too upset to finish their supper. Nick put their 
leftovers on a plate and put it in the icebox. 


"I'm going to examine you now, Uncle Cal," Jake said. "Take 
off everything from the waist down —slippers and socks, 
too, so | can have a good look at your feet— and lie down on 
the bed. On your back to begin with. Chances are Nick and | 
will have to turn you a few times. This may take a good 
hour, and it could hurt a bit. Uncle Nick'll be there to 
comfort you." 


"| haven't cried since Doctor Brewster broke my hip a 
second time and reset it," Caliban said. 


"And he did a first-rate job. It kept you walking forty-five 
years." 


Nick remembered two other times Caliban had cried 


— the night after Caleb told him he loved him, and not just 
as a brother, and in Lincoln, when he told Jake about his 
suicide. 


Slowly and painfully, Caliban hobbled to the bed and 
undressed while Jake got his bag of instruments. "Do you 


think you can help him?" Nick whispered. 


Just as quietly, Jake answered, "No, | know already there's 
not a thing | can do, but | hope to learn something 535 
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from him. In a month or two, he'll be in a wheelchair. I'll tell 
you what kind to get." He called to Caliban, "I'm ready now. 
If it hurts too much, you tell me, and l'Il give you a shot. I'll 
give it to you anyway if you let out the least little yelp." 


Jake felt around Caliban's hip with his palm, his fingers 
stretched wide. He put his hand behind the hip on his 
buttock, then on the side with his thumb on the hip bone, 
next with the ball of his hand on the bone, and finally 
reaching into his groin, with his thumb above Caliban's 
penis on his pelvic bone and four fingers on the inside of his 
thigh. Every time he moved his hand and pressed gently, he 
asked, "Does this hurt? Does this?" Then he took Nick's 
hand and guided it where he had felt, and explained what 
he felt there and what he would have felt on a normal hip. 


"You can feel it on yourself," he said. "Open your pants and 
try; then compare." 


Nick unbuckled his belt, opened his fly, reached inside his 
pants, and felt where Jake had told him to. He said a few 
words to describe how they were different. 


"Well, those are differences," Jake said, "but not exactly 
what | meant." And he pulled Nick's pants a bit farther down 
and put his hand on Nick where he had felt Caliban, only 
through his underwear. Then Nick felt 536 
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Next Jake moved Caliban's right leg to the side to see how 
far it would go. Caliban's legs opened an inch or two, and 
then he said, "No more, Jake." 


"This far will do, but we'll leave them this far apart if that's 
Okay." 


"I'm comfortable." 


Then Jake moved slowly down Caliban's right leg, palpating 
his thigh and calf muscles, and palpated the left to compare 
them. Again he placed Nick's hand on the right leg and 
explained what he felt there meant. Finally, he examined 
both of Caliban's feet for about five minutes. "I'm going to 
turn you onto you left side now," he said. "Can you give me 
hand, please, Uncle Nick?" 


Caliban groaned when they went to turn him. 


"Okay," Jake said, "I'm going to give you that shot now, 
because this is just the beginning. You can stay on your 
back while I'm preparing the injection. I'll have to give you 
two shots, because there isn't much muscle left to hold the 
full dose, so I'll be sticking you here and here. It's going to 
sting a bit." 


"You don't have to tell me all that, Jake, I'm not afraid of 
shots." 


"Good, then I'll give you another in the other cheek to numb 
you from your navel to your knees. Nick and | will 537 
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be able to twist you and prod and poke, and you won't feel a 
thing. But first | want to see you massage that hip, Nick. | 
won't be able to tell much once it's numb." 


Nick and Caliban looked sheepishly at each other. 
"Tell him, Nick," Caliban said. 


"Sometimes, well, lots o' times, when | massage him, Cal 
gets hard." 


"That won't faze me. As a doctor, I've seen more men's 
erections than they could shake their sticks at." 


"He didn't get hard when Doctor Brewster did it," 
Nick said, "but | guess | ain't Doctor Brewster." 


"No, you're Nick, and it's no surprise he does when you put 
your hand that close to his prick. No need to raise that 
eyebrow, Uncle Cal. We're taught to use medical 
terminology, but you two are family, and when a guy gets 
hard for that reason, it isn't a penis; it's a prick." 


Caliban got hard when Nick massaged him. Jake 

said he was doing the massage in exactly the right way. 
Caliban was blushing. "So, Jake, whattaya think?" 

Nick asked. 


"About his boner? | think it has more life left in it than his 
leg." 


"Cal's a cripple. He ain't a gelding." 


Jake understood he did not just mean erections. "I was only 
half joking. Your leg and hip are in a bad way, 538 
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Uncle Cal, very bad, and it's a relief to know you still have a 
lot left in life you can enjoy." 


"I'd like my life even we couldn't have sex," 


Caliban said. "Just having Nick here is more than | could 
have ever wished for, and when he holds me in his arms at 
night, my heart is so full of happiness it could burst." 


"| didn't mean right now," Jake said to Nick, who without 
realizing it had been stroking the head of Caliban's cock 
with his thumb. "That can wait until you've drawn the 
curtain and I'm asleep on the couch. And make it good for 
him; he'll have earned it. | have earplugs for the train. Now 
how about those shots?" 


"How about me? Don't nobody care if /‘m embarrassed?" 
"A shot won't help that, Nick." 


When Jake had completed his examination, he told them the 
medication would wear off in about an hour and he was 
going to eat the rest of his supper. Caliban wasn't hungry; 
Nick said he would join him in a minute, after he had 
covered Caliban and adjusted his position in bed. 


While Jake was getting the leftovers in the icebox, Caliban 
whispered something in Nick's ear. 


"What did Uncle Cal say to you?" Jake asked when Nick 
joined him at the table. 


“Our secret." 
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Caliban had said: "Thanks to those shots, you can ride my 
prick tonight." 


* OK OOK OX 


So he could see Jake off at the station, Nick phoned his work 
the next morning and told them he would be an hour late 
because a doctor was coming to see his friend Cal. 


Then he phoned for a taxi. While he and Jake were waiting 
for it in front of the building, he said, "I can't thank you 
enough for all you done for Cal." 


Jake was grinning from ear to ear. Nick's face 


turned red as a beet. "You heard us, didn't you? Don't just 
look at me like that, damn you. Say something!" 


"I'm glad | wasn't in your way." 
They both started to giggle. 
"Jake, Cal asked you this once before, but I'm gonna—" 


"I know what you're going to ask, and the answer is no. I've 
never been tempted to have sex with men, and I'm not 
curious to try. But | did go over the top, didn't I? What it was 


is that you and Uncle Cal have some kind of running joke 
between you, a kind of a game, and | wanted to be part of 
it. You two are family, and | love you more than my own 
brothers." 
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A few weeks after Jake's visit, Caliban could no longer get 
around using Nick's walking frame and moved to a 
wheelchair. 


* OK OK OX 


There was one thing about Calvin Jr. Jake didn't know. 
Nobody in the family knew, though two of them found out 
about it later. The day he left for Denver, the Caladelphia 
blacksmith, to whom Calvin Jr. owed nearly one hundred 
dollars, came to see him in the office. 


"| hear you're leaving for Denver," he said. "Think again. | 
ain't letting you outta this room till I'm paid." And he went to 
the door and bolted it. 


Calvin Jr. blanched. He had no idea how the 


blacksmith had found out his plans, but the man looked 
ready to kill him, and he had just enough money to get to 
Denver. "Why don't we see if we can work something out," 


he said, trying to keep his voice steady. 


"Ain't nothing to work out. You pay me now or | break every 
bone in your miserable body." 


"Maybe we can find another way for me to pay you, another 
way than with money." 


"You don't own a damn thing, and | know it. Soon as you 
give it to me, the bank'll come and take it away." 
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"If not in goods, then in services, if you take my meaning." 


"| don't take your meaning. You'd hafta work for me five 
years to pay it off, and | wouldn't hire a scrawny runt like 
you anyways." 


"Look, we're all strapped for cash now. Nobody even got 
enough money to go to town once in a while and pay fora 
woman. You ain't married, and none o' the women on the 
ranch're giving out..." 


The blacksmith's face had widened in a grin as soon as 
Calvin Jr. said "and pay for a woman." Now he laughed 
aloud. "Cornhole the boss, eh? | just might for a couple o' 


bucks, like what I'd give a whore. Might even be worth a 
little more. But you're crazy if you think your ass is worth a 
hundred bucks. l'Il give you five." 


They argued until Calvin Jr. had got the blacksmith to raise 
the price to fifteen. "I'll write you a promissory note for the 
rest of it." 


"Your promissory notes ain't worth the paper you write 'em 
on." 


"I'll write out a full confession o' what we done. 


Sign it, too, and put the ranch's seal on it. That'll give you 
something to hold over my head. If | don't pay, you can 
show it to whoever you like." 
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paper might be worth fifty bucks to me, just so | can prove 
to everybody what a Sniveling, shameless queer you are, 
but not a hundred." 


"If | don't come back, you can show it to my ma. 
She'll pay you for it." 


"Okay, you take a piece o' paper and write a couple o' lines 
telling what you agreed to, and sign it at the bottom and 
stamp it with the company seal. We'll write in all the juicy 
details after we done it." 


Calvin Jr. took a sheet of Caladelphia Ranch 


stationery with a letterhead and watermark, wrote what the 
blacksmith dictated to him, and signed at the bottom of the 
page. Then he pulled his pants down around his ankles, 

turned to face the desk, and leaned over it, bracing himself. 


The blacksmith gave him a few hard smacks on the ass, 
spread his cheeks, and pushed a finger against his hole, but 
men weren't his thing, and he couldn't get it up. 


"Maybe | better help you with that," Calvin Jr. said, getting 
on his knees, and he sucked the blacksmith to full erection. 


"This ain't the first time you done this, is it?" the blacksmith 
snickered. "I thought not, and l'm glad it ain't, 


‘cause I'll be able to give it to you hard and good like you 
deserve, faggot. | don't want you never to forget how | 
fucked your hole. | want you to have nightmares about it. | 
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hope your ass hurts all the way to Denver, and the road is 
bumpier 'n a gully that's dried up after a flood." 
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14. 


Two years had gone by since Calvin Jr. had paid the 
blacksmith, and no one had heard any news from him or of 
him. More businesses had failed, and more families had lost 
their homes and moved away. The bakery and tailor shop 
had closed; the dairy, greengrocer's and butcher squeaked 
by; only the garage and service station continued to do a 
halfway decent business; and the doctor went on seeing 
patients at regularly scheduled hours. A few people still 
owned a horse and stabled it in the barn. The bunkhouse 
stood empty. The men who had lived there had all drifted 
away to look for work. The people who had turned off their 
water heaters to save money paid Darcie a few cents to use 
the shower room. She lit the heater in the evening, and 
opened the room for the men on Monday, Wednesday and 


Friday evenings, and Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday for 
the women and small children. On Saturday mornings and 
afternoons the women came there to do their laundry. 
Caladelphia was far from a ghost town, but it looked as if 
Jake had been right to say it had no future. 


Darcie's leaving her husband and Calvin Jr.'s 
disappearance became and remained the talk of the town. 
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The topic took second place only to the Depression and 
people's own financial woes. The Caladelphians had quickly 
forgotten the Caliban and Nick scandal, but every day they 
saw Darcie walk up the street and enter the silent house, 
leave it a half-hour or hour later, close the door behind her 
and return to Hester's lost in her thoughts. Of course no one 
asked her for news of her son or of Calvin. 


Instead, speculation and rumors flew from lips to ears, and 
the stories told were more outlandish than the most far- 
fetched and ridiculous science fiction movies Hollywood 
deluges us with today. 


More than anything, the sudden change in Darcie's 
personality convinced them she was harboring some dark 
and terrible secret and kept the rumors going. Once an 
outgoing and take-charge, natural community leader type of 
person, she had become reserved and withdrawn. Had they 
thought about it, her neighbors must have realized that her 
financial circumstances were no less dire than their own, but 


they were so accustomed to thinking of the Caldwells as 
wealthy landowners that it did not occur to them. 


In fact, her financial situation was worse than theirs. 


When Darcie went to feed Calvin his supper on the day 
Brandon and Logan had stopped by to see her, it occurred 
to her that it might be possible to give Caleb's sons the 
house without burdening them with Calvin's debts, that 546 
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they could find some way to turn owning it to their 
advantage. It seemed logical they would have a legal claim 
to it in compensation for their stolen property. Of course, 
any claim the banks had would take precedence. She would 
have to look into it. She did not know the exact state of 
Calvin's finances, what he owned and what he owed. 


Calvin Jr. would surely have hidden debts as well, but they 
would not affect what belonged to his father. Calvin had put 
his son in charge; he had not signed his property over to 
him. At the very least, it would let her know where she 
stood. 


After she had fed and changed her husband and 


tucked him in for the night, Darcie went into the office, 
opened the safe and strongbox, and studied every piece of 
paper she found in them. For the first time, the full scope of 
the financial mess Calvin and Calvin Jr. had got themselves 
into —got her into— and all its ramifications hit her. 


Calvin Jr. had mortgaged her house twice over, the first time 
less than a year after Calvin's stroke, which he had been 


able to do because his father was still alive and therefore 
the house was not yet legally hers. Foreclosure on it and 
everything else was imminent. She could not believe the 
bank had put off repossessing it this long. The enormity of 
what they owed overwhelmed her. They were beyond 
destitute, worse off than paupers. They owned nothing and 
547 


The City of Lovely Brothers 
Anel Viz 
owed everything. 


She sat in the office until late, half dazed, half focused on 
what to do next. She could not raise a finger to fix things on 
her own. The property legally belonged to Calvin until the 
banks came and grabbed it. Nor could she turn to her 
husband. Even if she had been willing to speak to him, there 
was nothing he could say or do. He thought big, but building 
castles in Spain would not dig them out of their hole. In any 
case, telling him would probably kill him. 


She could not bring herself to confide in Hester, either. 
She could see the day coming soon when the bank 


would take the house and throw out its invalid occupant, 
and they would have to bring Calvin to Hester's. Then she 
and Hester would have to share a bedroom or they would 
have to convince Amanda to go to Lettie's. Either would 
work, but she cringed at the thought of living under the 
Same roof as her husband. 


Toward midnight, Hester came to look for her. "I was just 
going through the books, Calvin's finances," 


Darcie said. "With that no-good skunk of a son o' mine gone, 
somebody gotta to look into 'em and straighten out what 
needs straightening out before we find ourselves with our 
heads under water." 


"Don't you think you oughtta go to bed and put this off till 
morning when you're less tired and your brain ain't 548 
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"I'll leave in a second. Just let me get these here papers 
sorted into piles and put back in the safe." 


"I'll wait for you on the porch." 


Darcie locked everything back in the safe and went home to 
bed. The next day, she got some men to carry the safe to 
Hester's house and put it in the bedroom Hester had given 
her. 


* OK OK * 


Darcie at seventy-three gave the impression of a strong, 
healthy, robust woman not a day over sixty. She was a good 
two inches shorter than when she had first come to the 
ranch, but her posture was as straight as ever; her hair, 
which she wore in a bun, had turned from dark brown to 
steel grey, the color of her eyes; and her stride, though 
slower, seemed to have lost none of its former energy. She 
went about her business with efficiency and determination. 
Inside, however, her soul was in torment. 


For two years she had lived with the mortification of 
knowing what her son had done. At times she wished she 
could crawl into a hole and disappear forever. For two years 
she had lived under a cloud, expecting the storm to break 
over her at any moment and wash her away. For two 549 
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years she had kept everything bottled up inside herself until 
she thought she would burst from anguish. 


One morning toward the end of the winter of 1931, Darcie 
went to her old house to make Calvin his breakfast. 


She made coffee and cooked him some oatmeal. Then she 
filled his bowl and poured a cup of coffee for each of them. 


She left her cup on the table and put his on a tray next to 
the oatmeal. She picked it up and suddenly felt dizzy. She 
put it back on the table and leaned against the wall for a 
couple of minutes to steady herself. Then she pushed open 
his door and entered the bedroom. 


Calvin was lying in bed waiting for her to feed him. 


He had long accepted the fact that she would not speak to 
him and had not said a word to her in months. Their daily or 
twice-daily meetings took place in hostile silence. 


“You know Calvin Jr. ain't never coming back," she said 
without a trace of emotion. 


The sound of her voice was so unexpected, at first it did not 
register to Calvin that she had spoken to him. 


"You should also Know that we own nothing, 

nothing. It's all gone, every inch o' land, every stick o' 
furniture, every cent." 

Calvin stared at her, uncomprehending. 

"It's over, Calvin." 
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pressed down hard. He did not struggle; he had not had the 
use of his limbs since his last stroke. After a minute without 
air, his legs and hips began to twitch. The twitching 
increased, became almost frantic, subsided, and finally 
stopped. Darcie held on to the pillow for ten minutes, her 
mind a blank. Then she fluffed it up, placed it at the head of 
the bed beside the others, and returned to the kitchen. 


Hester found her sitting at the table, a bowl of congealed 
oatmeal and two cups of cold coffee in front of her. "Calvin's 
dead," Darcie said indifferently. "Musta passed away during 
the night." 


"You sure?" 


“Don't | know the difference between alive and dead? What | 
don't know is if we got enough money to bury 'im with." To 
hear her mother say they were that broke stunned Hester 
more than Calvin's death. 


They buried him next to his brother Caleb. Only 


Darcie and Hester attended the funeral, if one could call it 
that. Two men dug a hole, lowered the plain pine casket into 
it, and covered it up with dirt. Then everyone went home. 
Darcie had never inquired as to her son's 


whereabouts and did not attempt to inform him his father 
had died, but she sent letters to Betsy in Seattle and Tilda in 
Carson City. 


“Now whatta we do?" Hester asked her mother. 
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“Breathe easy. And then | was thinking o' using Calvin's 
house to open a restaurant and maybe turning the 
bunkhouse into a hotel. People could stay in the bedrooms 
up at the house, too." 


"Who can afford to eat at restaurant, times being like they 
are? And what good is it having a hotel in Caladelphia? 
Nobody ever comes here." 


"Worth a try, ain't it?" 
They never got to find out. Now that Calvin was 


dead and his son had disappeared, Darcie was presumed to 
own the ranch. The bank and Calvin's other creditors, who 
had been hovering around their ears since before the 
Depression as though they thought by some miracle they 
would find an immense sum of money hidden away in his 
mattress, swooped down on her and, to the astonishment of 


all Caladelphia, they took away everything they had thought 
she owned. 


"My house is next. Then what?" Hester said. 


"We do the only thing left us. We go live in the tent city in 
Billings and beg in the streets." 


It did not come to that. Darcie received a letter from Betsy 
inviting her and Hester to sell all they had and come live in 
Seattle near her and her husband. He had a job in the 
fisheries and was doing well, or at least better than most. 
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money for a train ticket to Seattle. 

They argued and argued with Amanda, telling her 


she would have to leave and go live with Lettie. She was as 
dense and stubborn as she had been when Calhoun advised 
her to sell her sons' house and land. "I think I'll just stay on 
here at Hester's," she told them. "I've gotten used to the 
place. Feels like home now." 


Darcie and Hester were at a loss to deal with 


Amanda's refusal to face reality. They could not go away 
and leave her there to wait until the bank turned her out. 


Two days before she left for Seattle, Darcie went to the 
Johnson house to say farewell to Julia. She was still her 
closest friend, and although they had not had more than 
two or three heart-to-heart conversations a year since 


Calvin sold the property he had got from Caliban and 
Amanda, Darcie had carefully avoided talking about her 
financial difficulties when they did. Otherwise, they only had 
time to exchange a few words when Julia came to 
Caladelphia to shop. She made a point of stopping at 
Hester's store even when she had nothing to buy there. 
Before the Depression they used to telephone each other 
once a week to exchange news in order to feel close to each 
other, but Hester's phone had been disconnected for 
nonpayment of bills. 


Julia and Darcie said little about themselves at their last 
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was no more pessimistic about the future than she was 
optimistic. She had always faced life head on and would 
continue to do so. But she poured her heart out about 
Amanda, not just the worry that she was not thinking clearly 
and was clearly unable to support herself, but her sense of 
guilt that her son and her husband had put her in that 
situation. 


"Don't fret over it," Julia reassured her. "Once you're gone 
and she finds herself in an empty house, she'll go along with 
whatever me and Lettie tell her." 


Julia was right. An hour after Darcie and Hester left 
Caladelphia, Lettie came to the house and brought her 
mother home with her. However, Amanda's depression 
increased after Lettie took her away. She spent a lot of time 
in her room doing nothing, forgot what she was doing when 
she had something to do, and seemed indifferent to her 
grandchildren. Lettie thought it might be the ranch that was 


weighing down on her and a change of scenery would do 
her good. She wrote to Brandon, and he came by train to 
Caladelphia and brought his mother back with him to 
Dickinson. 


Darcie and Hester left for Seattle early in April. A 
representative of the bank came with movers before the 
month was out, and took everything in the house Caliban's 
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enlarged and modernized. They emptied the bunkhouse, 
too. A few days later, the bank had them torn down. 
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15. 


Upon learning from Darcie that Calvin Jr. had gone to 
Denver, Brandon and Logan went to Miles City to demand 
that Troilus Pardoner return their property. The lawyer 
feigned surprise that Calvin Jr. had not had the legal 
authority to sell it to him and said he was as much a victim 
as they. "What am I to do?" he asked. "The deed's in my 
name now, and I cannot afford to turn it over to you. The 
bank won't indemnify my loss if | surrender it. They couldn't 
get the money to cover it from Calvin Sr. since they already 
own everything he calls his own. I'd advise you to take the 
matter up with your cousin directly." 


They went to Denver to look for him. When they 


could find no trace of him, they tried to file a complaint with 
the Denver police, who referred them to the courthouse. 
They were told that the State of Colorado had no jurisdiction 
in the matter and they would need to press charges in 
Montana. The court in Montana could then request the 
authorities in Colorado to hunt him down and send him back 
to Montana for trial. 


Brandon went home to North Dakota, and Logan 


returned to Montana to formally accuse Calvin Jr. of 
peculation and press charges against him. As there was no 
556 


The City of Lovely Brothers 
Anel Viz 


bedroom for him in Hester's house, he stayed with his sister 
for a few days and then went back to Denver to find a job 
and look for Calvin Jr. on his own. He would not work in 
Caladelphia again until he got his land back, not even for 
Calhoun. He remained in Denver for over two years. By the 
time of his next visit to Caladelphia, Darcie and Hester were 
gone. 


The blacksmith came to see him before he left. "I come 
because | heard what that scumbag done to you," he said. 
“Cheated you worse'n he done me. | thought you'd wanna 
know how he paid me back. It's all in this here paper, 
written and signed by the skunk himself. I'll sell it to you for 
what he owes me." 


"What's in it?" 


"You'll hafta buy it offa me to find out." 
"I ain't got that kinda money." 
By then the blacksmith knew that Darcie did not 


have it, either, and that Calvin Jr. was not coming back. He 
took what he could get for it: twenty-five dollars. 


* OK OK OX 


Logan rented a room in a cheap Denver boarding 


house and was lucky to find a job in a meat processing plant 
despite the high rate of unemployment. At the end of 557 
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the month, he went to the police to inquire if they had 
begun searching for Calvin Jr. The directive had arrived from 
Montana, but they had no description and did not know 
where to start. Logan described him to a police artist, who 
made several sketches until he came up with one Logan 
thought was a passable likeness. The artist advised him to 
obtain a photograph. Logan wrote to his mother asking her 
to get one from Darcie, but Amanda was too embarrassed to 
ask her for a photo of her son that would be given to the 
police. 


Every two or three months, Logan went to the 


police and asked how the search was progressing. Each time 
they said they had not yet come across any leads. They 
doubted they would find him in Denver and suggested 


Logan contact the Montana authorities and have them 
widen their search. 


Around the time of Logan's first visit to the police station to 
inquire how the hunt for Calvin Jr. was going, a man about 
the same age as Logan came to Denver looking for work 
and took a room in the same boarding house. He had come 
out of his room after dumping his things there when he saw 
Logan and a couple of friends headed down the stairs. "You 
guys know any cheap place I can get a meal around here?" 
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supper right now. Wanna join us?" 

“That's mighty friendly o' you. Thanks. | appreciate it." 


The man introduced himself as Jim Calhoun. Logan told him 
he had an uncle named Calhoun. 


"No kidding!" 


"He's more'n just my uncle. He's also my... Gee, | don't 
know what you'd call him. My father-in-law, maybe." 


"You married?" 

"No." 

"Then he ain't your father-in-law." 

"He's my sister's father-in-law. She married our cousin." 


"He's still just your uncle." 


They continued talking about the coincidence in the 
restaurant. "This Calhoun, he your favorite uncle?" Jim 
asked. 


“Nah, my favorite's Uncle Caliban, but | ain't seen 


‘im in going on ten years. He's in Saint Louis, or was last 
time | heard. Uncle Calhoun's okay, though. | like him, too." 


"Okay then, that cousin your sister married, he your favorite 
cousin?" 


"| don't got a favorite cousin. All my cousins're alot older'n 
me. Except my cousin Calvin, and | hate him." 
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"S everyone in your family named Cal something?" 
another guy asked. 

"Nope, my name's Logan." 


They all laughed. "Well, don't you go calling me Cal," Jim 
said. "Calhoun's my last name." 


"Sure, Uncle Jim. We only got five Cals in the family: all four 
o' my uncles and that one shit-faced cousin." 


"You really have it in for ‘im, don't you?" 


"Would you have a soft spot in your heart for some guy who 
robbed you?" Then he went on to tell them what Calvin Jr. 


had done. "| come to Denver looking for the no-good 
bastard," he concluded. 


Jim was impressed. "So if it wasn't for what he done, you'd 
be a rich landowner." 


"| don't know about rich. It ain't but an eighth of a ranch, not 
quite fourteen thousand acres. But at least I'd have 
something." 


"Sounds like a lot to me." 


The others at the table agreed with Jim. Fourteen thousand 
acres was not what one would call huge, but it made a 
decent size ranch, and that much land was worth a lot of 
money. 


* OK OOK OX 
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Logan and Jim became fast friends. Logan found 


him a position at the meat processing plant where he 
worked, and they used to walk to and from work together 
and stop at a bar for a drink on the way home. They told 
each other their life stories. Jim could not get over that his 
friend would have been a rich landowner if his cousin had 
not cheated him out of his inheritance. They went to casinos 
and pool halls together, and once in a while to a movie. 
When they had the money, they would go together to spend 
it at one of the city's brothels. 


Every man in Denver had heard of the Grand 


Balcony, the most expensive whorehouse in town, but few 
had the money to go there. They spoke of it in hushed 
tones. Men did not go there to have a couple of drinks and 
follow a woman upstairs for a quick fuck; it was place where 
they could act out their fantasies, however bizarre. 


They served imported champagne and caviar. They had 
costumes for rent that the whores and their customers could 
put on to play any role one could imagine, even gorilla suits. 
For triple the going price, two men could share the same 
woman. According to rumor, there were also male whores if 
you wanted to try something different. Or not so different if 
you had a taste for that sort of thing. The idea of sharing a 
whore intrigued Jim and Logan, but a night at the 561 
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Grand Balcony was way beyond their price range. It was 
inevitable, however, that someday one of them would win 
big at cards or dominoes, and they would have their 
splurge. 


They got their chance in the autumn of 1931. They had 
gone to a casino on a Saturday night, played at separate 
tables, and won close to two hundred dollars between the 
two of them. Jim held his fistful of greenbacks in the air and 
hollered, "Grand Balcony, here we come!" Logan said it 
made more sense to wait a week. The night was half gone. 


Every night after work they would sit on the bed in one of 
their rooms and talk about what they were going to do, 
trying to decide whose fantasies would be the most fun. 


They shared more sexual confidences that week than either 
had in his lifetime. They found they had more in common 
than they had thought, for example, they had both done it 
for the first time at fourteen. But now and then their eyes 
would become wide as saucers when they heard some of 
the kinky things the other had tried. Then they would fall 
back on the bed in a heap, laughing and punching one 
another in the shoulder, and would say things like "No 
kidding! You didn't!" and "Show me!" At the end of the 
week, they still did not know how they would spend their 
winnings at the marvelous and mysterious whorehouse. 
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The ground floor of the Grand Balcony was a huge, ornate 
parlor, almost two thousand square feet. The place was 
humming. They were having a busy night. There were plush 
sofas, a bar, a buffet table, and a small jazz orchestra. 


On a loveseat in the far corner, sitting on the lap of a 
corpulent older man who was pawing at him, Logan saw 
Calvin Jr. 


Logan turned his face away before Calvin Jr. caught sight of 
him and went and asked the madam, "That guy, he work 
here or is he a client?" 


"Who? Vinnie? He's been with us about two years now. You 
interested? He's busy right now, but he'll be free in about an 
hour." 


"An hour, you say? Then we'll be back. C'mon, Jim." 


Before Jim could open his mouth to protest, he had walked 
out. Jim ran after him and found him waiting for him by the 
front door. 


"Hey, Logan, what the hell? We just got here." 


“Did you see that boy whore in the corner? He's the 
sonofabitch cousin who robbed me. We're going to the 
police. I'm afraid we ain't never gonna try out that Grand 
Balcony. They ain't gonna welcome us back after | show up 
with the cops and point 'im out to 'em." 
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night in a whorehouse. You know, | was thinking that when 
we got all this money it's kinda dumb blowing it all on some 
nutty orgy." 


"You're right. We could use it to get outta this hole we're in. 
Get us a decent place to live, for one." 


"Still, | been looking forward to this all week, so you owe me 
one. You're gonna hafta make it up to me somehow." 


"Got it. I'll write you an IOU for one wild orgy." 


They laughed hysterically all the way to the police station, 
bumping into each other and tears rolling down their 
cheeks. The people they passed in the street thought they 
were drunk. 
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How fragile is the memory of a generation! 


Individuals remember, but as their relatives, friends and 
neighbors pass on, only fragments of memories are left, in 
no way like the shared knowledge of a cohesive society of 
people in their prime and still active. When my parents 
moved there a year before | was born, there were Caldwells 
living in Caladelphia, but none were descendants of the 
Caldwells who had owned the ranch. When I was growing 
up, there must have been people there who had lived there 
when it was still a ranch, at least in name, and occupied 
houses Calvin had built for them. They must have known all 
the people | tell about in this history and could have told me 
many things that Nick, whose interest focused only on 
Caliban, did not put in his diary. Today it would be hard to 
find more than a handful who know where the first syllable 
of their city's name comes from. It was a Classics scholar at 
Bozeman who speculated and later convinced himself it had 
to mean "The City of Lovely Brothers" and explained it to 
me as such, along with a lesson in Greek etymologies, when 
| told him | was writing a history of the city's founding. 


How Calvin died is a supposition. | read the 
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coroner's report and found it vague. It attributes his death 
to suffocation, but does not specify either natural or 
unnatural causes. | have not been able to learn anything 


about Darcie and Hester after they left Caladelphia. They 
simply drop out of sight. Nick does not give Betsy's married 
name in his diary, and | have not been able to find a record 
of their marriage anywhere in Caladelphia, at the Rosebud 
County courthouse, nor in Livingston, Helena, or the 
archives at Bozeman. 


The only person | would have wanted to interview is Jake. It 
is unlikely he has lived to the ripe age of one hundred four. 
Only he could have answered the questions | want most to 
ask. It probably would not have been difficult to track down 
his grandchildren. | might have found tucked away in their 
attic an old box containing some of the letters Caliban wrote 
his nephew, but | would not find in them a portrait as 
intimate and revealing as Nick's diary. Nick was a mediocre 
writer, but read from beginning to end instead of singling 
out the sexual parts and skimming of the rest, the pages 
glow with a passion that few novelists have been able to 
capture. 


Caliban died early in the spring of 1933. At the time, Nick 
had filled up about four-fifths of the last notebook. Caliban 
had been bedridden for several months 566 
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and in great pain. His hip had been deteriorating rapidly for 
several years, and his right leg had atrophied and become 
unusable. Nick quit his job and stayed home to nurse him. 


Their love for each other, which had sustained them through 
the happy years and the many trials that followed, again 
sustained them until Caliban drew his last breath. 


For the last month of his life, Caliban was on 


morphine and doped up a lot of the time. The doctor who 
prescribed it wanted to take him to the hospital. 


"What'll happen if he goes to a hospital?" Nick asked. 


The doctor swallowed, realizing the pointlessness of it all. 
"He'll die," he admitted. 


"Then I'm keeping 'im here. | can give 'em them shots 
myself, and I'll be with 'im so's he can die in my arms." 


The first time Nick gave Caliban the shot, Caliban hovered 
between reality and euphoria. He asked Nick to fuck him 
again. "I can't feel my hip," he said. "That is, | feel it's there, 
but it doesn't hurt anymore, and it feels as if it's both part 
and not a part of me. My whole body feels like that." 


It had been a long time since they had been able to make 
love, but at night they cuddled and slept with their naked 
bodies close to each other. 
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While Nick was fucking him, Caliban said, "I wish we had 
discovered this stuff years ago. I've never felt anything like 
this, intense, yet far away." 


There are tear stains on the page where Nick wrote about it, 
one of the last times they made love. It was not long before 
Caliban needed more morphine, and eventually he was 
unconscious more or less round the clock. Nick would sit on 
the bed beside him and stroke his hair or wipe the sweat off 
his body with a cool rag. 


* OK OK x 


After closing his friend's eyes, Nick cut off a lock of his hair 
and tied it with a piece of yarn. He mourned Caliban for a 
month; then he found another job and returned to work. 


Caleb's son Logan came to see his uncle and Nick in Saint 
Louis a week after Caliban died. He told Nick how he had 
found Calvin Jr. in Denver, and Nick wrote it down in his 
diary. 


"| got something more on him, Nick. A piece of paper he 
wrote out for the blacksmith at Caladelphia before he left. | 
bought it off the blacksmith for twenty-five bucks." 


"What is it?" 
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"Read it and see. I'm gonna give it to you for free on 
account o' | know how much you and Uncle Caliban hated 


‘im. You can stick it in that diary | hear you keep. You still 
writing in it?" 


"| ain't stopped yet." 


"I think it'll interest you, what he done. Sure as hell knocked 
me for a loop, like when | found 'im. D'ya think that sorta 
thing could run in families, like it looks like in ours? | mean, 
there was Uncle Caliban and Calvin Jr. and— 


"Then you know about your pa," Nick interrupted. 


"| heard rumors in town, but | didn't believe them till we 
found Calvin Jr. in that whorehouse." 


“They were true, Logan." 
"I know that now. But I was gonna Say: ‘and me'." 


"| never thought about it running in families, but it might. | 
wonder why." 


"Does there gotta be a reason?" 
"Are you Okay with it, Logan? | mean, okay with yourself?" 


"As Okay as any of us are, | s'pose. | got a boyfriend. We 
don't live together or nothing, and we ain't as close as you 
and Uncle Caliban were, but Jim's alot o' 


laughs and life ain't bad. Were you okay with it?" 
"Not until | met Cal. After that, well, | wouldn't 'a 569 
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wanted to change for the world." 


Nick pasted Calvin Jr.'s signed confession in his diary and 
wrote next to it: "And when I think of me and Cal, and 
everything we had." 


* OK OOK OX 


Except for three-quarters of a page devoted to 


Logan's visit, the entries in Nick's diary become very brief 
and far between after Caliban's death. It took him five years 
to fill the last fifth of the last notebook, and we cannot say if 
he bought others to continue it. If he did, he did not 
consider them important enough to store in the trunk with 
the record he kept of his life with Caliban, the photograph, 
the letters, and the anonymous lock of hair, which | am 
holding between my fingers and rub on my cheek to help 
me write these lines. 


In the final pages of his diary, Nick tells us about his work, 
his neighbors, the things he saw or did that he found 
interesting, but he seems detached from all of it. The life we 
read there does not come to life. When he mentions 
Caliban, it is always as a separate entry and seldom longer 
than one or two sentences: "Today was Cal's birthday" or 


"Forty-two years ago today | carried Cal over the threshold" 
or "Today | bought a new faucet for the 570 
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bathroom sink. The store had a bathtub just like the one me 
and Cal soaked in in Billings." 


Nick's diary gives the name of the Saint Louis 


cemetery where Caliban is buried. When Julia died two years 
after Caliban, Calhoun dug her grave a mile or so from their 
house. There is a small plot of ten unmarked graves 
surrounded by a low iron fence —one would hardly call it a 
cemetery— that stands alone in the middle of the prairie 
about fifteen miles from Caladelphia. Two of those graves 
must be Calhoun's and Julia's, another is probably 
Amanda's. The others may or may not belong to Calhoun's 


three oldest sons and their wives. Darcie and Hester no 
doubt are buried somewhere in Seattle, and Callie in 
Laramie. The original Caldwell cemetery, which contained 
the graves of Caliban's parents and grandparents and other 
people who play a part in this history —Calvin, Caleb, etc.— 
must have lain a few hundred yards southwest of Victory 
Park, under a cross street or what is now someone's front 
lawn or driveway. 


| went to the cemetery in Saint Louis to see if 


Caliban's gravestone is still standing. The gatekeeper found 
it quickly and directed me to the site. It was poorly tended, 
and the stone was weather worn. Behind an oval of glass 
above the inscription is a very faded black-and-white 571 
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photograph of Caliban in his twenties, the head and upper 
torso. Had Nick not put it on Caliban's tombstone, my friend 
would surely have found it in that estate sale trunk. 


The inscription itself is easy to read: 

In Memoriam 

Cal Caldwell 

1875-1933 

Loving soul, loyal companion, devoted friend 


“Loyal companion" sounds like a dog; and Caliban would 
have said the words "devoted friend" better describe Nick. 


A simpler stone, also with a photo, but the glass protecting 
it is cracked and mildew has obliterated it entirely, stands 
next to Caliban's final resting place: R. Nicholas Green 


b. 2 Feb. 1879 - d. 5 Sep. 1965 
"Cal", but Nicholas instead of Nick. 


Thanks to this inscription | both learned Nick's last name 
and discovered that | do not know his first. 


| returned a day later and placed a red rose on each of their 
graves. 


The End 
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